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INTRODUCTION 

QO FAR as we know, ütis yoang man, now so 
^ saddenl}' dead, wm the droUwt mimic and gen- 
tlest humorist of our re^on. He existed ai the 
welcome aod mirchüi] thadow of conventional and 
tiresome ttüngs. 

He began ai the ezpogitor of "The Maiden'B 
Prayer" on the piano, where each accented note was 
flat or sharp, and the music flowed rapidly, or over 
grest difficolties, as the score might determine. He 
arose, and looking half-witced, recited with onap- 
proschable modesty the stanunering delight which he 
wouldfeel "ifhe could be by Her!" He frowsled hïs 
hair and became Paderewski, who forchwith feil upon 
the piano tooth and nail, lore up the track, derüled 
the symphony, went down stairs and shook the fur- 
nace, fainted at the pedals, and was carried out rigid 
by supers — the greatcst pianist of any age. He wrote 
"If I Should Die To-night" — a parody that was 
accepted as the Irneoriginal, the snn, the center of the 
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gmt If-I-sbould-die-to-night aystem of thaught and 
poeOy. He wrote the poec'a lameni — that thcre wu 
nothing to eat but food, and nowhere to come but oS*. 
The artisU of the newspaper world gcneroualj' sprang 
to lu9 sidc; thcy placcd him picioriall}' bcfore ihe 
people, and determined, with almost prophedc spirit, 
that OUT smal] circle should not aloae dweil with undï- 
minhhiog laughter upon the gambols of Ben King. 
He was coldly, then not coldly, then wannly receivcd 
bythe church fairs, the clubs, and the Elks, where he 
got a supper — ïf any were left. At last he charged 
a small aum fbr appearing publicly, and this sum wu 
rapitily enlaipng and his fortune was in sight, when 
tbc hotel porter found him dead in his rootn at Bowl- 
ing Green, Kentucky. 

During the years we itnew hïm, he never apoke to 
us in a disparaging way concerning any other person, 
and uniess Paderewskt's comb was niffled by Ben'i 
exhibition of hair and haite in [nano-playing, no 
parody, or perk, or prank of Ben King ever depended 
foritt success upon the woonding of another creatnre's 
fecUngs. 

Wc all accoanted him a genius, and while we could 
not gucss what he would do next, we awaited his per- 
formances with complacence, laughing as if wc 
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owned him and had ouraelves ordered his latesc jeu 
d' afrit . 

Wc deplored the untimely moment of his end; we 
held beautifiil, lolemn and ïmpressive memorïal serv- 
ice» over hia body, with music by the aweet singer» 
whom he had loved when he was alivc, and touching 
^ordsby ministers of the gospel; wc buried him affcc- 
tionately, as one who could least bc spared from our 
circle; and as we were the wicnesses of what he did, 
we now charge ourselves to bc the tesdmonies of his 
rare talcnts. John McGoverk. 
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BIOGRAPHY 

"DENJAMIN FRANKilN KING, JR.. wwbom 
Rt St. Joseph, Michigan, March 17, 1857, ind 
died it Bowling Green, Keutucky, April 7, 1 89^ He 
wasmuried Nov. 27, 1883, to Aseneth Belle La tham, 
of St. JoKph, Michigan, by Prafeisor David Swing it 
hii residence m Chicigo. The wife and two lons, 
Bennett Lathun King and Spencer P. King, survive 

While yet a child, music ome to Ben King as an 
inapiration. His infant fingers touched the keys of a 
piano and a ripple of notes, ttringe and sweet, siartled 
his paren» Into the consdousnesg thac r great talent 
had been gjven nnto him. How odd a boy he was — 
no one underAood him. On the edge of the marsh 
he would sit dnring hoan at a time, under the ipell 
of the wetrd music aroid the rushes. As he grew up, 
hcking the instincti that malce men snccessful in busi- 
ness, hc was pronounced a failure — not by those who 
had warmed themselves in the glow of his poetic 
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Dtiure, but by the mui who beliered (Kat to turn over 
a dime and thereby to make a dollar of tt wai the 
mou gracious &culty that could bc bejtowed npon a 
member of the human family. But when Ben Eing 
died, St. Joseph became more widely known in one 
day thao hundreds of ezcursiona and a thousand 
orchards had servcd to advertiBe it in the pajt. On 
that April moming, people living in the 1^ Eutand the 
farWestasked the qucation: "Whereia St. Joseph f" 

Ben King was not only a man of matic; he wat a 
poet, a gentle satirist, and a humorist of the highest 
order. Every company was brightened by his coming, 
every man feit better for having heard his quaint re- 
marks. There was about him a drol), a charming 
iiresponsibility — a Thomas Hood from Miclugan. 

I find, as I have föund for the fiftieth time while 
striving to write these lines, that I am sdll too much 
ander the shock caused by his death to write dispas- 
sionately of him. My judgment, the common lense 
that one ihoold bring to bear npon such a subject, b 
obscured by the vivid picture of an early moming; 
and down a dark hallway I stiJI hear a violent knock- 
ing — and then comes a throbbing rilence, and out of 
that silence comes an ezcited whisper — "Ben King 
is dead." Ofie RsAn. 
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IF I SHOULD DIE 

TP I ihould die to-night 

And yoa should come to my cold corpse and aay, 

Weeping and hearuick o'er my lifêless clay — 

If I should die to-nigliC, 
And you sliould come in deepest grief and woe-^ 
And aay: "Here 's that ten dollars that I owe," 

I migiit arise in my large white cravat 

And iay, "What 's tliat?" 

If I sliould die to-night 
And yon stiould come co my cold corpse and kneel, 
Cluping my Iner to siiow the grief you feel, 

I uy, if I should die to-nigbc 
And you should come to me, and there and dien 
Juat even hint 'bout payin' me that ten, 

I nught arise the while, 

But I 'd drop dead again. 
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SAY WHEN, AND SAY IT 

\Tl^RITE me a poem that has n't been writ, 

Sing me a song ihat hisn't been sung ytt, 
String out a straïn that haa n't been strung. 
And ring me a chime that haa n't been rang yet. 

Paint me a picture but leare ont the paint, 
E^Ie up a pile of old scènes of my schooleiy, 

Leave me alone ; I would &in meditate 

And mourn o' er the moments I lost in Comfooleiy. 

TeU me a tale that dropped out of a ttar. 
Push me a pun that is pungent, noC earthy. 

I must have something sharp, strident, and strong 
To eice out a laugh or be moderately minhy. 

Give me a love that has never been loved, 

Not knowing the glance of the bold and unnary, 

A cherab abreast with the saints up above. 
And I 'II get along and be passably meny. 

Bot come on the fly to me, come on the jump, 
Don'thangaroondoniheoutakimand walktome; 

Throw out your chest wcU, and hold up your head ; 
Say when, and jay it, or else do n't you talk to me. 
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GITTIN' INTER SHAPE 

T> ECKON d« angel what rolled 'way de stone, 

An* let de good ihepherd escape, 
Soroe d»y '11 By down to dis priion ob sin 
An' lib'rate til dit*s prepihed to come in ; 

So I 'se gittin* my soul inter siiipe, 
CSttin' ray soul inter iliipe, fo* 70' sec 
Hit's I mighty big stone dit's liyin' on me, 

Mighty big stone ! Yes, indeedy! 

I hope de good angel will hab heaps o' itrengtli, 

Or clsc bring old Samson along, 
Kaïc the un on my soul 's mo' 'en fo'ty foot deep ; 
Yo' see, I bin one ob dcse wanderin' sheep, 

An' hit 'g gwinc ter necd somebody scrong, 
Gwine ter necd somebody strong, doan yo' sec; 
Hit '1 a mighty big weight dat 's a rcaün' on me. 

Pow'fbl big weight ! Yes, indeedy! 

I 'se gitlin' my soul inter shape fo' de day 

Whcn Peter 'pns takin' 'is toU ; 
Ready ter lay down my bnrdcn an' rest, 
Ready ter take up de cross ob de biest, 

Ready ter entah de fol'. 
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Crttdn' Inter Shape 

Gittin* iny kmI inter shipe, doan j^o' sec; 
Dar*s ■ big laad ob ün Inn resdn' on me. 
Big loid ob sin ! Yes, indeedy! 
Yes, indeedy! 
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EVOLUTION 

XTTE seem to exitt in ■ hazirdoai time, 
Driüin' »Iong here through ipscc ; 
Nobody knows just when we bcgun 

Or how iiir we 've gone in the race. 
Sdencisti argy we 're ahot fTom the sun, 

Whilc others we *re goin' right back, ^ 

An' ïome gay we 've aller» been here more or lesa, 

An' seem to establish the fact. 
O' courae 'at's aomepin' 'at nobody knows. 

As far ag I 'vc read or cun seej 
An' them as does know all about the huil scheme, 

Why, none of 'em ncver agree. 

Now, why I think it 's a periloiu time, — 
What do we know 'bout them spots 

Up there on that glorïous orb of the day } 
Smart men has argyed an' lots 

Of the brainieat folks has been cypherin' out, 
An* all soits of stories has riz 
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'Bout what the sun 'i made of or how it '■ composcd, 

An' lota of 'em thiak thit it is, 
O' course 'at 's somepin' 'at nobody koows — 

Nobody under the san ; 
Nary a body or b«n', I s'pose; 

Nary a bcin' but One. 

Take Evi Lurïon, an' what does she tay 
'Bout how we all sprang from a ape ? 
An' ihcTc's the goriller and big chimpanzee, 

Patterned exactly oiir shape. 
'An' I've teen some folks, an' I guess 90 have you, 
I An' it ain't none of our bizne» ncither, 
' That actaally looked like they sprang from a ape, 
V An' did n't have far to spring eitfaer, 
Course 'at's somepin 'at everyone knows; 
I do n't see how you folkg can doubt it ; 
S'posin' they have some resemblance to ui. 



Nou 



a-wricin' aboat it. 



Ifa feller 'II take a geology book 

An' not go a rushin' long through It, 
But jes' gort o' figger the ihing out hisself — 

What I mean is : 'ply hisself to it — 
He 'U see we 've dug up folks ten thousand years old. 

Built on a ptinderous plan ; 
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Somebow thi* knockt Mr. Moses all out, 

An' Adun, the bibikil man. 
O* coune 'at 's somepin 'at nobody knows, 

Nobody under the lun ; 
Niiy a body or bdn' I i'pose, 

üuy a bein' but One. 
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GEDDER IN YO' GRAIN 

y \E ole plow ho» is busy 
"^"^Breshin' flie» offwid his uil. 
De ole dog'a got s move on him 
Dic't zRckly lilte r snail. 
De meddeh grass is noddin' 
En off yondih ia de lane 
I kin hyar de tree toads warnin' 
"Bcttah gedder in yo' graio." 

Doao yo' hyar de frogs a-gurgljn' 
Dar out yondah in de pond l 
What's de mattah wid de catbird, 
Doan yo' byar his rolce respond 1 
Ain't de huil of' era a-tellin' yo' 
In language mighty plain, 
"Doan be frivlin' way yo' moments, 
Bcttah gedder in yo' gnün." 

Ain't de bumble bee a-hummin' 
'Mongtt de clovah tops an' fiowalu. 
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Whilst de oledock »m a-tickïn' 'wa; 
De minutes an de houahs ? 
Chile, yo*» got to be a-huï'lin' 
To ketch de wisdom train. 
Doan waste no opportunitiea, 
But gedder in yo' grain. 
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JANE JONES 

JANE JONES kecps talkin' to me aÜ the time, 
An' saya you must make it ■ rule 
To snidy your lessona 'nd work hard 'nd letni, 
An' never be ibsent from school. 
Remember the story of Elihn Burritt, 
An* how he clum np to the top, 
Got ill the knowledge 'at he ever had 
Down in a blacksmiching ahop ? 
Jane Jonea ghe honestly said it wat so! 
Mebbe he djd— 
I dunno ! 
O' course what '9 a-keepin' me 'way from the top. 
Is not never havin' no blackunithing shop. 

She said 'at Ben Franklin was awfuUy poor, 

fiut full of ambition an' brains ; 

An' studied philosophy all his huil life, 

An' see what he got for his pains ! 

He brought clectricity out of the sky, 

With a kite an' a bottle an' key. 
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Jane Jones 

An' we' re owtng him more'n any oae eite 
For eII the brighc lighcs 'at we see. 
J»ne Jonea she honestly said it w«s so ! 
Mebbe he did — 
I dunno l 
O' course what'a allera been hinderin' me 
Ia not havin' my kite, lighuiing, er key. 

Juie Jonea said Abe Lincoln, had no booka at all 
An' used to spIJi rails when a boy ; 
An' General Grant was a tanner by trade 
An' lived way out in lU'noia. 
So when the grcat war in the South first broke out 
He stood on the side o' the right, 
An' when Lincoln callcd him to take charge o' things, 
He won nearly every blamed fight. 
Jane Jones she honeaCly said it was ao ! 
Mebbe he did— 
I dunno ! 
Still I ain't to blame, not by a big sight, 
For I ain't never had any battles co fight, 

She said 'at Columbua waa out at the knees 
When he first thought up hia big scheme, 
An* told all the Spatiiarda 'nd Italians, too, 
An' all of 'em aaid 'twaa a dream. 
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Bat -Qu«n Isabella jeit littened to him, 
'Nd piwned all her jewel» o' worth, 
'Nd bought him the Sauu Maria *nd said, 
"Go hunt up the reat o' the earth !" 
Jane Jonei ghe honestly taid it was so ! 
Mcbbc he did— 
I dunno ! 
O' course that may be, but then joa must allow 
They ün't no land to discover jest now ! 
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ELOPEMENT 

T 'M out it the home of my Muy, 
^ Maiy so young and so fur, 
But her father and mother 
And sister and brother 

And all of the family are there. 

I 'm now on the jofa wïth Mary, 
Mary wïth bright, golden hair; 

Bnt her fiuher and mother 

And liater and brother 

And all of the famUy are there. 

I 'm way up the river with Mary, 
Ficnicking in the cool air; 

But her father and mother 

And üner and brother 

And all of the family are there. 

I 'm in tbc surf bathmg wïth Mary; 
Her form u beyond compare; 
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But her father and motlier 
And lister and brother 

And all of the ikmily are there, 

I 'm down te lh« parson't wïth Mary; 

It 't raihcr a prirace tffkir; 
But her father and mothcr 
And tüter and brother 

Wel] — none of the famUy ïa there. 
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HER FOLKS AN' HIZ'N 

1LTB maird her 'cause ste had money as' some 

Propcrty left from 'er kusband's tncome; 
But both of the families was awfuU/ stirred, 
Ad' said ihe want things 'at the lown ever heard. 

Ed her folbs an' hiz'n. 

Er hiz'n an' her'n, 

Never spoke to each other, 

From what I can Jearn. 

His fblks begiin it an' jest said 'at she 

Was the worst actin' thing they ever did see; 

An' ought lo bc ashomed fer bein' so bold, 

'Cause her husband he had n't had ume to get cold. 

En her folks an' hiz'n. 

Er hiz'n an' her'n, 

Never spoke to each other, 

From whaC I can leam. 

Her folks they all set up 'at he was no good, 
An'if'iwasn'tforhcr — well.he'dhavetosawwood. 
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Her Folks An* Hiz'n 

Then lU of her kin, every blasted relaüon, 
Sdd she *d lowered herself ïn their estiiiucion. 

So her fbiks aa' hiz'n. 

Er hiz'n an' her'n, 

Never spoke co eich other, 

From what I caa leam. 

The usters they told — chis ia 'tween yan >nd I — 
'At [hey thoughc she wanted her husband to die: 
An' they whispered around — buc do n't you lïsp a 

word — 
The awAileat things thaC a soul ever heard. 

So her fblks an' hiz'n. 

Er hiz'n an' her'n, 

Never spoke co each other, 

From what 1 can leam. 

They said thaC a traveUn' man er a drummer, 
Who stopped at the hotel a long time last 
That he — no it was n't ihat now — let me 
That she — er someching Uke that, seems ti 

Wel), her folks an' hiz'n. 

Er hiz'n an' her'n, 

Never spoke to each other, 

From what I can leam. 
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Her Folks An* Hiz'n 

I hexr 'at the families keep up the old üghl, 
A-roMtin' each othcr from momin' till nïght; 
But the young maird couplc thcy 've moved to the dty, 
Where gossip do n't go; but I think it a piiy 

That her folks an' hiz'ii, 

An' hiz'n an' her'n, 

Never speak to each other, 

From what I can learn. 
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THE YALLER JACKETS' NEST 

TP I could ODly wander back 
To boyhood jat one day, 
So'st* I could have my chice agin 

Of games we used to play, 
I 'd let the kitea an' marblet go, 

An' say, " Coroe on, boy» ! 1« '• 
All go out a-hontiii' fcr 

The yaller jackets' nest," 

Je« to lay up in the shadder 

Of the fence once agin 
Of the old vacant lot 

'Ac ihe cows pastared in, 
Where the dandelions were bloomin', 

'N thcre take a rest. 
White you K»ten to the music 

'Round the yaller jackets' ne«. 

There was one 'at allers went along 
An' rotnped wllh us 'n raced. 



DoiiïHihvGoogle 



The Yaller Jackets' Nest 

With her sun-bonnet a-hangin' back 
'N cutI» down to 'er wÜM, 

In tbe checkered litde frock »hc wore 
Of gingham, — what a pest 

She was to us when huniin' fer 
The yaller jackets' nest, 

It 's the prime of the blossoms 

'At 's a-hangin' from the trees 
An* the music of the buzzin' 

'At brings tonesome memories, 
Fer it seems as if I heerd her say 

" You better look out, lest 
They all swarm out and sting yeh 

From the yaller jackets' nest," 

Sometimes I think I hear 'er Toice 

An' see 'er eyes of blue, 
That borried all their color from 

The sky 'at peeks at you 
Between the clouds in summer 

After rain has feil an' blessed 
The flowers an' openin' blossoms 

'Round the yaller jackets' nest. 
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HOW HANK DIED 

tl TiTOTHER, the ahadowa are gatherin' in, 

"*■ Shadows o' «unshinc and shadows o' Sin, 

Sliadow» o' lorrow and shadowa o' gloom, 
All of *em gatherin' now in my room. 
See over there near the mantel-place wall 
Ia the dirkeai shadow. What 'a that — a call } 
Oh, let in the üghi, keep that shadow away, 
The one with the sickle ihat cuts to-day. 
And far over there in the sunlanda' West 
I '11 work in the paacur' afier I rest. 

" Oh, to get out o' thia valley o' sin 

Up in the cool o' the hillside agin I 

Where «re the boys ? All «way ? Where *s M'üsa ? 

Who *s holdin' my hand, an' whose arm is this ? 

Oh, herc comes the shadow ihat beckona — what pain ! 

It must not come near me ! Hear that ? That rain 

On the Windows? See, down by the foot-board, where 

The curtain movca ! A ahadow is there, 

Comin' on (iptoe ! It 'a after the light. 

Oh, don't givc it welcome, that shadow of night! 
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How Hank Died 

" Do n't leave me wddn' here now in the dart 
The shadows are entering. What — music l Hark ! 
Cao that be the soft winds of summer that sead 
Their sigbs o' er the field» for the los» of a friend ? 
So cold ? I am getting ao coM, so cold. 
Oh, wby are the shadows so bold, so botd ? 
Here comes the grim shadow, the shadow of Death ; 
The cavern-eyed shadow that a»lis formy breath." 

"Good-bye," said the toiler ; "good-byeevery one." 
Then lomebody whispered: "The reaper is done." 
His head feil back, and down by his side 
Hls white hand dropped. That 's how Hank died. 
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HOW OFTEN 

'TpHEY stood on the bridge «t midnight, 

In a park not fir &oin town ; 
They stood on the bridge at midnight 
Because they did n't lit dowD. 

The rooon ro»e o'er the city 

Behind the dark churchsptre; 

The moon rosé o'er the dty 
And kept on rising tiighcr. 

How ofien, oh ! how often 

They whispered words to soft ; 

How often, oh ! how often, 
How often, oh! how oft. 
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BENTON HARBOR, MiqH. 

OOMETIMES I tin't a thing to do, tn' so jïst for 

the nonce, 
I think of thinga I dïd n't sec out on Midw»y 

Flaisance. 
Although they daimed 'it every tribe an' narïon, 

uems to me. 
Was reprcsented, yii thcTc's aome I umpl}' did n't 

aee. 
I went alt through ihe Cairo Street, an' saw the Luxor 

grcat, 
I uw the South Sea Islanders itn' them from Congo 

State, 
I saw the Patagonians, bot, durn it all, my wïsh 
Was more to see them funny folks frora 

Ben ton Harbor, Mich. 

I took in all the bildin's that was prom'nent on the 

grounds, 
Got in with a C'Iiuntnan guard and we jist went the 

roundi. 
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Bentoti Harbor, Mich. 

I says to him, "I 'm here this week to uke the huil 

thing in ; 
I might not ^i a chance to go agsinst the thing agio. 
Ouiside o' honerculture an' some o' the smaller fruiu 
I want to sec them Wolverinei at 's still a-wearin' 

So don' show me no minin' er anïmals er fish, 
I 'd rather lee them eurioa from 

Benton Harbor, Mich." 
What d' I care for foreign folks 'at come from pagan 

landsf 
I 've heerd an' read enough of Paig, an' heerd the 

tom-tom bands. 
I 've »een enough of Egypt, 'n Algiers, 'nd andent 

Rome, 
An' now I 'm jist a-gpilin' for somepin* right 'round 

Why, gosh all Friday ! Tale yer Turks an' all yer 

forngn kit, 
I want to sec them Wolverines, an' I aïn't seen 'em 

yit! 
Old Michigan I 'm after; seems as if I heerd the 

Of breakers like I used to in 

Benton Harbor, Mich. 
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Benton Harbor, Mich. 
So comin' out from there I says, *' We 'Il tatc another 

Course you inay know your bizness, but I know what 

I *m about. 
I 'm on R hunt fer fnends jUt now, nol Japs er 

Or sore-eyed Esquimauz, er Coons, er bias-eyed 

Chinese. 
I 've heerd enough of 'Hot ! hot ! bot ! ' gotfrigbtened 

at the Toar 
'Round Hagenbeck's, an' shook hands with the Sultan 

of Johore, 
Until I 'm simply tired out, an' now my only 

Is jist to see them old-time folks from 

Benton Harbor, Mich." 

I walked till I got dusty an' thought I 'd Üke to 

wash, 
When lookin' up I saw a tower — 't was Michigan, 

by gosh 1 
'• Come on," I says, "I'li show you now some 

folks you never saw, 
Haman bein's from Muskegon, Dowagiac, an' Sagl- 

naw; 
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Benton Harbor, Mich. 

Them follw '■( rmiies celery 'way out in Kal'mazoo, 
Casïopolis, an' Globeville, »n' Ypsïlanti, too — 
St. Joe «n' Bemen Centre," I gue» I got my 

wiih, 
I jïned the j>/a an' we went back to 

Benton Harbor, Mich. 
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ASPHODEL 

/^AREST thou naught for me, lone Agphodel ? 
*^0h, flower ! Shall all the aummer dayj long gone 
Roll into space remembered not ? What apell, 
Nay, more, what dream, what fantasy is this ? 
E' en one unall hour to gaze and love. 'Tïs blüi 
Like Gyges knew behind the chamber door 
In days of old. Thosc mellow day» of yore. 

Ah, no, sweet fiower, wy not fereweU, I pray ; 
But let thinc odor loïter yet a whlle. 
And lingcr thou besïde my lonely way, 
Spreading thy perfume. Aad each tender leaf, 
Sparkling with dew, like tear» ïn eyes of grief ; 
Eager am I to pluck thee from thy sCem, 
To have thee near, and ïn thy fragrance dweil, 
Tnisting thee ever, faity Asphodet. 
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THE FLOWERS' BALL 

T^HERE is an olden story, 
■*■ 'Tis R legend, so I'mtold, 
How the flowerets gave a banquet, 

In the ivied daya of old ; 
How the posies gave a party once 

That wound up with a ba II, 
How they held it in a valley. 

Down in "Flowery Kingdom Hall," 

The flowers of every clime were iherc. 

Of high and low degree, 
Ail wiih their petals polished, 

In sweet aromatic glee. 
They met down In thïa woodland 

In the soft and ambient air, 
Each in ics lolling loveliness, 

Ezhaled a perfume rare. 

An orcheatra of Blue Bells 
Sat upon a mossy knoll 
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The Flowers* Ball 

And pealed forth gentle niusic 
That quite captured every sool. 

The Hollj' hocked a piatil 
Just to buy a suic of dothes. 

And dinced wich all the flowerets 
But the modest, blushïng Rok. 

The Morning Glory ahinitig 

Seemed reflecting all the glow 
Of dawn, and took a partner ; 

It was young Misg MistletM. 
Miss Maggie Nolia fram the South 

Danced with Porget-mc-not ; 
Sweet William took Miss Pink in tow 

And danced a alow gavotte. 

Thus every (hing went swimtningly 

'Mongst perfiimed belles and beaox. 
And every flowerct reveled save 

The modest, blushïng Rosé. 
Miss Fuchsia sat around and told 

For floral emulation, 
That she had actually refused 

To dance with A. Carnatioa. 
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The Flowers' Ball 

The Coscomb, quitc a dandy there, 

Began to pine and mope, 
Until he had been introduced 

To jfoung Mis9 Heliotrope. 
Sir Cactus toot Miss Lily, 

And he swung her so about 
She asiced Swect Pea to CauliBower 

And put the Cactus out. 

Miss Pansy took her Poppy 

And she waltzed him down the line 
Til] they ran against old Sunflower 

With Miss Honeysucltle Vine. 
The others at the party that 

Went whirling through the mazy 
Were the Mïssea Rhodo Dendron, 

Daffbdil and lïttle Daisy. 

Miss Petunia, Mis» Verbena, Violet, 

And sweet Miss Dahlia 
Came fashicnably late, arrayed 

In very rieh regalia. 
Miss Begonia, sweet Miss Buttercup, 

Miss lilac and Miss Clover ; 
Young Dandelion came in late 

When all the feast was over. 
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The Flowers' Ball 

The only flower th«t sent regret» 

And really couldn't come, 
Who lived in the four hundred, wis 

The voin Chryaanthemum. 
One floweret at the table 

Grew quitc ill, we must regret. 
And evcry poay wondercd, too, 

Jaat what Mias Mignonette. 

Young Tulip choae Mias Orchid 

From the first, and did not part 
With her until Miss Mary Gold 

Feil with a Blcediag Heart. 
But ah ! Mias Roae ast penaively 

Tül every young bud paised her ; 
When just to fill the last quadrille, 

The little China Aster. 
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DE SUN'S COMIN' BACK 

UUSHt chiUiin, hush! 

Kik de buu's done comc back «gin, 
Bsck ag^ a-shinin' on de ole cypttts tree; 
Huïh ! chilluD, hiuh ! 
Hit shiuhiy am a fxc' agin. 
De sim's done come back b^d. 
Back agin to me. 

Hush ! cliUlun, hnsh ! 

Fob de sud's done come back agin, 
Pashin' yaller gloiy roun' in ebbery spot it Gnds, 

Dancin' on de cradle 

An' old CUoe wid de ladle, 

An' coazin' out de blosaaina on 
De honeyuickle vtnes. 

Hush ! chillua, hush ! 

Kase de gof wmds come back a^. 

Back upa, n-hnnpn' all de glory ob de spring; 
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De Sun's Comin' Back 

My bcRTt's jea' a-throbbin* 
For off yondih is de robin. 
Au' de bUckbird ara a-clucktii' 
An' I 'low I hcerd 'im sing. 

Hush ! chiUun, hu»h ! 

Kue de sun's done comc back ipn, 
Bringin' back de fac' agin I 'se gittin' mighiy old ; 

I often tit afld pondah, 

An' I wondah, an' I wondah, 

How many times it 's comin' back 
Befb' I reach de fold. 
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THE RIVER ST. JOE 

TT7HERE ihe bumblebee npi and the dover ii red. 
And the zcpbyrs come liden with pctchblow 
perfume, 
Where the thi»(le-down pauKi ia learcli of the rosé 
And the m/rtle «nd woodbine and wild ivy grows j 
Where the cacbird pipes up and it sounds most divine 
Off there in the branches of «ome lonely pine ; 
Oh, g^ve me the spot that 1 once used to know 
By the «ide of the plaeid old River St. Joe ! 

How ofc on its banks I have sunk in ■ dream, 
Where the willows bent over me kissing the stream, 
My baat with its nose sort of resting on shore, 
Wbile ihe cat-tuls stood guarding a runaway oar; 
It appeared like to me, that they sort of had some 
Way of knowing that I would soon get overcome, 
With the meadow lark singïng juat over the spot 
I did n't care whether I floated or not — 
Just resüng out there for an Jtour or so 
On the banks of the tranquïl old River St. Joe. 
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The River St. Joe 

Where the uil grasscs nod « the close of the day. 
And the sycamore'» shadow u ^Bitting av/ay — 
Where the whip-poor-will chants from > far diatint 

limb 
Just as if the whole business was all made for him. 
Oh ! it 's now that my thoughts, Sy'ag back on the 

Of the rail and the die-away song that he üngs, 
Brings the tears to iny eyes Chat drip off into rhyme. 
And I live once again in the old sununer time ; 
For my soul ït seems caughc in old time's under-tow 
And I 'm floating away down the River Sc. Joe. 
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BABY UP AT BATTENBERG'S 

pJEERD 'bout whit 's happened ? 

Why o' coune ye hu ; 
Baby up at Battenberg'i, 
Hope it tain 't the las* ! 

Doctor comc at cight o' doek, 
Rig all 9pl»hed wïth day ; 
Dad a tramjnn' up the hall, 
Skeeryï— I A'd»ay! 

Kind o* süU 'roun' the house, 
Folks oa tiptoe walk 
Teil the door it open 
Ad* we hear a squawk ! 

Doctor whispers suthin* — 
Daddy boilers : "No!" 
Doctor says, " Twelve pounder ! " 
Daddy whoops out : " Sho ! " 

Daddy — happier 'n t dam I 
Mother doin' well j 
Baby up at Battenberg'a, 
Have n't ye heerd teil ? 

Upoa Ihe deuh of the liu Loid TcDnTKia, Hr. Klnr lindsd hin- 
■•If iD ■TMilirint fnr iha Tmiiiini o[ Poet LsuTcitB «ld pndDced Ihii 
ia to the AppaïilEiil£ Power, 
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NO HARM DONE 

EXCUSE me. Mr. Htndy, for a-droppin' you ■ 
line, 
But tbc fact 19, I 've arrived in town and feelin' 

mighty fine ; 
I'm «oppin' at the Press Club, er that's wbere I 

lake my tneals. 
Au' I must lay I 'm agitatin' aomecolosMl (^«als; 
But what I want to ask you is, 'at seems a-botheria' 

Is your hippodrome at Jackson Park, that 's what I 

I 'd lay all carefiil pains aside an* wear a steady grin 
'F I thought 'at you could work some Bcheme 
Of gitun' of me in. 
Course, if you say they isu't, 

I '11 say I 'i just in firn, 
An' we '11 just Iet it go at lh« — 
They *s no harm done. 
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No Harm Done 

Courae, if yon »y they U n't, 
I 'U say I 't just in fan, 

An' wc '11 just let it go it thit— 
They 's no hann done. 
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THE FATES 

UORTUNE came to a youth one d»y »nd dmsed 
■*■ 'im 

Up in hi» beat. While Society smiled and caressed 

Along came Toil wjth a hanuner and saw to test 'im — 
And all three preaied 'im. 

Manhood came, as it usually does, to beard 'im ; 
A^rtue stole in and sac by his side, but feared 'im; 
Ambicion came with wonderful schemes and steered 

But aU three queered 'im. 
Wisdom came and knocked at bis door ; he spumed 

Frivolity came on bicyde whcels and tumed 'im; 
Remorse at last came up and itung 'im and burned 
'im — 

And all three chumed *im. 
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The Fates 

Povertj' opened iüs door and found 'im and aought 

Paralyais, crouched in a comer, had finally caught 

Idlene» clutned the prize becRuae she 'd taught 'im — 
But all three got 'm. 

Old CharoD rowed up in Time's canoe and fenied 'im 
Over the creek, when an undertaker hunied 'im, 
Dropped land on his box, while a parson ulked and 
worried 'im — 

But the whole crowd buried 'im. 
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PARAPHRASE 

npHE mister of the muior house each moni 
■^ Upon hu shining stecd through arbored gate> 
Rïdea forth and out upon the dusty road 
To yon jmall hamlet amiling on the hill. 
At eve ridea back with swaying form ; he mceta 
The faithfül footman, and, hia charger placed, 
He wends hig way into the manBion hall, 
While i, down here in mcadow lands all day, 
I only s-9-stack the hay. 

The opulent lord whea mellow days are come. 
At the high note of the red-combed chanticleer, 
With horae and hound and merry crowd now bent 
Upon the chase. Swift through fox-tcented roadt. 
Stopping, perchance, at many a wayaïde inn, 
The muaic of the jingling glaas 19 lu), 
While I down here in perfumed dover fields, 
Hear but the music of the lark and jay. 
I only s-a-stack the hay. 
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Paraphrase 

LoDc ia the mansion on the lanlit hill. 

Save for the diughier of the chivalric lord, 

Who comei now, Snger-kisied by high-topped 

sheives 
(Pausing the while, hdf stutled by the quail) 
To where the hiycocka dot the tillow fieldt ; 
Comea in the roieite fluih of miidenhood ; 
Comes with ■ truint amile upon her lips. 
And romping up to me ezclaiming: "Say !" 
B-b-bui I — I only s-a-itack the hijr. 

Then spake the loft ai ruoi a lummer brook 
Or novel of lome tcribe of amoroas miad : 
" How fu the huDtsmen mnat be on the road, 
Because the sun comes through my window-bltnd ; 
Within — ttrange creakingi 'bout the halls ; with- 
out — 
The icurrying leavei. So lonely am I now 
I've wandered here to ask whace'er betide. 
Wouldst ceaje thy work ? Pray, mujt you toil 

to-day?" 
" W-w-well, yei," I t-i-say, " I have t-t-to s-s-ttack 
the hay." 

" Ah, lir ! " ahe then replied : " A banquet spread 
BqI yeitemight for me with many guests 
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Paraphrase 

And luiion gathered 'round the festal board 
SoQght ardently 1117 band ; and one forth braught 
A golden cup in memory of my birth. 
Yea, each in queat of all these lands. Kind sir, 
How now ; wouldst thou not drink from out mj 

cup ? 
Prithee, come sotace me ! live while you live, 

" I c-c-ca-ca-can't," I s-s-say. " I have to t-s-atack 
the hay." 

The days roll on and now a blasé yoath 
Ridea by the manor houae, A reaper he 
In wisdom'} fieldi. No tmportuning matd 
Bade him alight. Sbebeckons. Quickhe opu 
The gatei, and, hastening to the banquct halls, 
He drinks to her, and, pledging endles» love, 
They Ry to dittani pariah. Now the hills 
And vales and lands that roll away are his. 
While I, down here in meadow-lands all day, 
I only s-B-stack the hay. 
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IF I CAN BE BY HER 

T D-D-DO NTc-c-c-are how the r-r-r-obin sing». 

Er how the r-r-r-ooster f-f-flapa his wings. 
Er whether 't sh-sh-shines, er whether 't poon. 
Er how high up the esgle a-a-soan, 
If I csn b-b-b-be by her, 

I don't care if the p-p-p-people s-aaj, 
'At I *m weak-minded every-w-way, 
An' n-n-never had no cuh-common senae, 
I'd c-c-c-cuh-climb the highwt p-picket fence 
If I could b-b-b-be by her. 

iri can bc by h-h-her, I '11 s-a-swim 
The r-r-r-est of life thro' th-th-thiclt an' thin ; 
I '11 throw my overcoac away, 
An' s-s-s-stand out on the c-c-c-oldeat day, 
Ifican b-b-b-be by her. 

You i-$-see sh-gh-she weigha an awfnl pïle, 
B-b-b-but I d-d-d-do n't care — sh-she '» juïtmy «yle, 
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If I Can Be By Her 

An' 8&jr f-f-fool could p-p-p-Uinlj' ace 
Sbe 'd look wcH b-b-b-by the aide of me, 
IfIcoüIdb-b-b-bebyh«. 

I b-b-b-braced right up, and had the s-s-s-and 

To isk 'er f-f-f-father f-f-fer 'er hand ; 

He taid : "Wh-wh-what p-p-prospects have " 

gocf " 
I aaid : " I gu-gu-gue» I 've got a lot, 
Ificanb-b-b-beby her." 

It 't all arranged f-f-fer Christmas Day, 

Fer then we 're goin' to r-r-r-nin away, 

An' thcn a-»-aome th-th-thing that cu-cu- could n'c 

At all b-b-efore will then, you i-a-aee, 

B-b-b-becausel'll b-b-b-be by her. 
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TOBOGGAN 

1~\OWN from the hills and over thesnow 
*~^ Swift u a meteor's fluh we go, 

Tobo^an ! Tobo^tn ! Toboggan ! 
Down from the hills with our leniet lost, 
Jealous of cheeki that are kisaed by the frou, 

Toboggan I Tobo^an t Toboggan ! 

With snow piled high on houtetop and hiU, 
O 'er frozen rivulct, river, and rill, 
Clad in her jacket of «eilskin and für. 
Down from the hills I 'm iliding with her, 
Toboggan 1 Toboggan ! Toboggan ! 

Down from the hills, what an awfiil speed 1 
As if on the back of a frighcened steed, 

Toboggan ! Toboggan ! Toboggan ! 
Down from the hills at the rise of the moon, 
Merrily aing^ng the toboggan tune, 

" Toboggan ! Toboggan ! Toboggan I " 
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Toboggan 

Down froin the hills like an arrow we fly, 
Or a cornet that whizzes along thiough the sky; 
Down from the hills ! Oh, is n't it grand ! 
Clasping your best winter girl by the hand, 
Toboggan ! Toboggan ! Toboggan ! 

Down from the hills and both growing old. 
Down from the hills wc are nearing the fold: 

Toboggan ! Toboggan ! Toboggan ! 
Close to the homescead we hear the ring 
Of children's voices that checrily sing, 

" Tobo^an ! Toboggan ! Toboggan ! " 

Down from the hills and we hear the chime 
Of bells that are ringing out Old Father Timej 
Down from the hills we are riding away, 
Nearing the life with its endless day; 

Toboggan ! TcJxiggui ! Toboggan l 
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DE BUGLE ON DE HILL 

T DOAN like de noise ob de marchin' ob de boys, 

■*■ An' I 'low deun g'pose I ev«h will j 

Er de trampin' ob de ieet to de drum's wild. beat. 

Er de sound ob de bugle on de hill. 
Hit 'minds me ob de day when Gabe mirched away 

Bd ole missus stood beside de cabin do' ; 
Soroepin' whispahed in my ear 'bout my little toI- 

An' taid he nevah wilt come back no mo', 

I 'membah now de day jes' how he marched away, 

Wid de bright suu er climbin' up de tky, 
Marched out en down de atreet to de dnun's wild 
beat, 
Den dey fotched him home to die. 
Oh, de aad en moanfijl way, po* old missus kneeled 
ter pray, 
When Gabe »id : "Hit'spttin' mighty lull." 

Il il u iDtncMiDE fid n> non Oiit ihii i> tbe fint poen bj ■ 
OlicicD autlioi lo b« pnotcd io "Ihe CentuTy Miaaline." 
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De Bugle On De Hill 

Bnt I me en jioe de boyt when I ketr de cumon'i 
noise. 
Er de blowin' ob de bugle on de hill. 

Hit 'pean ei if I seen de ole plantidon green. 

En sometimo I sho'ly think I heu 
De regiment pars by, en 'low I hear de cry 

En de moin ob my litcle volunteer. 
En I gee de moanfiil way po' ole missua kneel to pray. 

En lometiroes when all aroun' is still, 
I kin hear de tread ob feet to de driun's wild beat 

Ën de blowin' ob de bugle on de hill. 

Dar's ■ spot mighty dcar to dis ole darky here, 

Whar de simljght is peepïn' froo de palms, 
Wid his hands 'pon his breast, dar iny soldier's gone 
to rest, 

Jes' peacefiilly er sleepin' in de calnu. 
En de dnim't wild beat er de tread ob marchin' fêet 

No mo' kain't disturb 'ïm now uncil 
De Lord gibs command, den I know he '11 rise en 
stand 

At de sound ob de bugle on de hill. 
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OLD ST. JOE 

/^ F all the towns that jeit ïuil» me 
^-^ From Stevcn»villc to Maniitee, 
There 's one old place I can't w£^ > 
It ain't a great ways off, and y^ 
From here it '» «ixty miles or so 
In a bee line — that '» Old St. Joe. 

I don't p'tend to write, an' oin't 
One of them air chaps 't pajnt ; 
'F I wa» I 'd teil of scènes 't lie 
Siretched out afore a feller 's eye ; 
Et when the sun was hangin' low 
I 'd paint it right &om Old St. Joe. 

I 've icen fblks geiher thare in crowds 
Jist fer to watch the golden clouds 
Changin' shapcs, and aort o' windin' 
Into figgers, never mindin' 
That old lake spread out below, 
Reflectin' 'em at Old St. Joe. 
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OldSt. Joe 

Underneath them cedar trees 
'S where I o»ed to uke my eaae. 
Birds fl-singin* dl «long 
The hedge, an' each one had a aong 
An' jung 'm best to let yoa koow 
They jist got back to Old St. Joe. 
Thcjr ain't no panier site to me — 
That U, 'cordin' to my idee — 
Than jist to watch the gulls 'at fly 
Round thai old pier ; an' hear 'em cry 
An* circlc round. It 'pears they know . 
Fwhin'a good at Old St. Joe. 
Course the people over there 
They don't notice *em or care — 
What they're worryin' 'bout is frost, 
'N whether strawberrie» is lost ; 
Yet they 'pear to talie things slow, 
Jist the same as Old St. Joe. 
'Ceptin' rheutnatiz, thdr health 
Is middlin' good, an' as fer wealth 
They got that, an' lots o' land ; 
'Course the sile is mixed 'ith sand ; 
But that's what makes the berries grow 
Over ther« *t Old St. Joe. 
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Old St. Joe 

Take it gener'ly, as a rule, 
A feller lite» where ie 'b cooi, 
Where he can sleep, an' drink in air 
Thu comes perfumed from orchards wiiere 
The peach trees jist begin to blow ; 
Then where 's a place like Old St. Joe ? 

Such cool brecM blowin' back 
Keepa the skeetcr» makin' tack 
*N the flies ihey mostly »tay 
Up round Pipestone creek, ihey »ay. 
Teil you what, one thing I know— 
Thcy ain 't no flies on Old Si. Joe. 
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THE TRAMP 

TTE came irom nhere he started 

And w«» gotng where he went. 
He hfld n't had a imell of food, 

Not even had a scent. 
He never even muttered once 

Till he began to talk. 
And when he left the Ititchen door 

He took the garden walk. 

He said: ''TTicre'a no one with me, 

Because I am alone ; 
I might have scintillated once ; 

My cloches have always shone. 
I got here 'fore the ocher ones 

Because I started Bnt : 
The reasan I look.shabbj- is 

Because I 'm dressed the worst." 

Then I asked him where he came from — 
Thia was just before we parted. 

And he muttered indUtlnctlj', 

" Oh, I come from where I started ! ' 
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THE CHAUTAUQUAN MAID 

CHE had nudied every ology — 
Ichtfayology, zodlogy, 
Fbilology, geology, conchology, and mofc; 
Knew the bones of evcty mammal, 
From the mouae up to the camel. 
And the molluski and cnuiaceans that crcpt on evcry 
shore. 

To think her up in hiatory 
Was not at all a mystery ; 
She could name yon any rulei from old England to 
Sumatra. 

It would certainly amaze you 
What she said iibout Aspaaia 
And the liicle unsophisticated tnaiden, Cleopaira. 

She had gcudied Greek and I^dn, 
Hebrew, Sanscrit (please put that in); 
Read Xenopbon and Horace, Ovid, Vi[^il and the 
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The Chautauquan Maid 

She did n't wy, " I '11 leam yuh," 

But "teach you" that Calphurnw 

Sewed fifiy-»eT«» bottonholes in Julius Ctenr's vest. 

She loved to pull the petaU 
From a flower. Tlie baser metala, 
She doied on their ttady, ind for nuggeis she would 

She loved the dromedaiy. 
And the docile cassowary. 
And the feaihen of the emu she had tcuck In ber 
"chiffbnier." 

She had stadied evolution. 

And arrived at the solution 
How long our fint appendage wag; of course, I 
did n't ask her, 

But she taid that she 'd reiolved from 

What ihe knew, that I erolved from 
A cirrot-haired chimpanzee she had seen in Mada- 

She could scan iimbic meter. 
And she knew each Roman prxtor. 
And surprised me when ibe told the way the empire 
cune to fall, 
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The Chautauquan Maid 

The Huns aneaked in the forum. 
And the Ronuins tried co floor 'cm, 
t they got theroielves in trouble, and, of coune, 
got whipped, by Gan]. 
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I 'M A BLUEJAY 

T 'M ■ bluejay, 'nd never mïnd 
■*■ 'F my to« does stick out behind. 

When I ketch on ■ limb 

I 'm thcrc for keeps — 

'Lesn I Iet go. 
Of course I must eat. 

Sometimes, yoa know, 

I have to jes' Iet go 

O' that hind toe. 

I 'm a dead sure thlng ïn spring. 

As soon 's the weather 's kind o' warm 

You '11 notice me on a fênce. 

I feel immense 

In my blue suit, 
The woods can ketch my chirp ; 

You heor my toot 
Froro thcn out 'f you do n't shoot 

At my blue suit. 
65 



DoiiïHihvGoogle 



I 'm a Bluejay 

I put ripe cherries in my Tace, 
Sime pUce I wedge all the bugs ; 
An' do n't you crer think 
'Al I 'm no good 
An* aponge my w«y. 
Do I ? I guM) I '11 fooi yuh, 
I eat yerdurn "drculU." 
I gaess I work my way 
'FI am ■ jay. 
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'RASTUS KING 

\ S joa hippen jei' to menóon 
■^^ Old time friend» 'at sort o' bring 
Mcm'riM back, I'd lïke to ask 

What '» become o' 'Rauus King ? 

Did he go out we« prospectin' 

Far on Californy 's rim ? 
Did he lettle with the Injuns, 

Or did thelnjuo» aettle him ) 

What a grett big-hearted feller 
'Raaraa wa>, and how he 'd ling ! 

Soineiimes teara '11 Uart to rollin' 
When I think o* 'Rastus King. 

Where ii he an' what 'a comc of him ? 

Ia he toilin' hard fer bread i 
Is he prosperous and wealthy } 

Is hc livin* stÜI, or dead ? 

How ray heart recall» ihc momin' 
That I met hun. SplitcÏD' wood. 
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'Rastus King 



Payin' fer bis school tuidoo, 
Eamin' thus > lirelihood. 

Allers boardcd it the ndghbort, 
Tumed hig hand at anything ; 

Faithful, honest | well ihe fanncr» 
Simply twore by 'Raitui King. 

Flnd him dovrn to mectin' Sund>y« 
Sittin' in the deacon't pew j 

Tolk ibout yer knowledge ; he had 
Read the Bible through and throngh. 

When the choir would jine together 
An' with the congregation $ing, 

Way above all oiher voices 
You could hear'im — 'R»tu$ King. 

Did yoa ever come to meet 'im ? 

Do you think he '■ livin' here ? 
Say, he ain't mucholder'n I am ; 

Reckon now he '» sixty ycar. 

Laai I heerd he 's doin' tplendjd, 
Rich, Tast horses, everything. 

Jest like him, a regular schemer ; 
Oh ! I knew him, 'Rastus King. 
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'Rastus King 

Theo the hickmoD I 'd been isking 
AU these questions thus did mj : 

" Runis livin' piirty quiet j 

Don't go out at sll, they My." 

" Don't go out at all — why, strangcrï 
What's the matter? Did he fail f " 

" WeU," said he, " nothïn 's the matter. 
Stephen, only he 't in jiil." 
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THAT VALENTINE 

/~\NCE, I remember, years ago, 

^^ I sent ■ tender valentine ; 

I know it cauied a deal of woe. 

Once, I remember, years »go. 

Her father's boot» were Jarge, you know. 

I do regret the haaty line, 
Once, I remember, ycars ago 

I sent a tender valentine. 

I know I never can forget 

I sent the tender valentine j 
Somehow or other I regret, 
But how I never can forget, 
But then, I know, I know I met 

Her father. Oh, what grief was mine, 
I know I never shall forget 

I aent a tender valentine. 
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DE GOOD SHIP 

T 'SE bin witchin' long fer de Good Ship, 
-^ De Good Ship de Lo'd sent ter me ; 
An' it 'peari dat hit 's had r long voyige 
Crosün* life's troublesome tei. 

I 'se spccted it 'long in de moh'nm', 
When nary a sait was in sight, 

Ad* I'se looked ferit 'long about noondiy, 
'N natched fér it way in de nighi. 

Till I cast my eye ovah de boun'less 
Ole ocean, an' what did I see l 

Off der in de hush ob de dJstance 
De Good Ship a-comïn' lo me. 

So I laid my haid down on my pUlow, 
Fo'gcttin' life's worry an* sin ; 

An' when lawoke in demoh'nin', 
My Good Ship had done got in. 
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A CASUAL OBSERVATION 

\AR'S nuffin' hyar but vanïiy 
riches UI* insanity; 
De dollah se«ms to be de people's god. 
Dar 's R heap too maay 'Scarioti 
A-ridin' 'roun' in chariots, 
While de po' man am a-cirryin' de hod. 

Dar 's too much haste an' hunyin', 

An' too mnch wealth at buryin', 
An' dis hyar t'ing am gettin' worse and wone. 

Hit takes aJl ob de rakin's. 

De scrimpin'a an' de scrapin's 
To liquidace de 'spenses ob de hearse. 

Dar '» heaps ob care an' worry ; 

Ebberybody's in a buiry, 
An' de few am growin' richer ebbery day ; 

But de most of as rousc shovel 

For de children in de hovel 
An' silently await de judgmenC day. 
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UKE THE NEW FRIENDS BEST 

T\0 N'T tilk to me o' old time friend», 

■^"^ But je* pvc me die new. 

The old itiends may be good enough. 

Bot loroehow they won't do, 

I do n't cire for their old time wayi ; 

Their questioni you '11 illow 

Are ïOulIcw as a parrot's gab: — 

" Well, what yon up to nowf " 

That 'a one tWng I 've apn 'cm, 

'Ctuse that with all the rest, 

Ijke hiadit' 'bout tome old time debcj 

I like my new friends beai. 

I meet an old friend in the «treet. 
As ofixniimes I do, 
Mechanically he stops to shabe 
An' say: "Well, how are you?" 
Then drawin' down his iace, aa jf 
ffis cheeka was £IIed with lead, 
Hesays: "I sposeyou 've heardthenews?" 
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Ijke the New Friends Best 

" No I " "Eli Stubbi i» de»d. 
An' 'fore he dJed hc Mt for you — 
Seemed tony you was gone, 
An' laid 'at whit he 'd let you have 
Hc hoped would help you on." 
Now ihat '9 why I do n't like 'em mach, 
You prob'bly might have guessed. 
I aini got much agin' 'em, but 

I lifcc the new friends best. 

Old friends are most too home-like now. 

Tiicy know your age, and when 

You got ejpelled from ichoal, and lots 

Of other things, an' then 

Thcy 'member when you shiverccd 

The lown an' broke the lights 

Out of the school 'nen run away 

An' played "Hunt Cole" out nights. 

They 'member when you played around 

Your dear old mommy's knee i 

II 's them can teil the very date 
That you got on 3 spree. 

I do n'c like to forget 'cm, yct 
If put right to the test 
Of hankerin' right now for 'em, 
I like the new friends best. 
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A NEGRO SONG OF HOME 

"TpAlN'T beny msny people wat 'H listen lo a 
niggah 
Un 'low dey'i enny sense in wot he »y. 
Bot I'ie gwine ter gur de 'sperience of mah feelin'i, 
and I liggüh 
Dat dey's quite a amart o' people tinka mah way, 
Wen a man begina a-sljoutin* 'bout de good dngi dat 
he'amisiin' 
Kickin' kasc dey ain't a fonune in his job. 
Let 'ïm go home to his kitchen, an' act down a while 
an' listen 
To de lingin' ob de kettle on de hob. 

I'vc hayrd de strains ob "Home, Sweet Home" 
when Patti wai a-singin' 
An' de aujicnee was a-spillin' ob deir tears ; 
Bul I did n't miiid the singah, fo' a different tune 
kep' ringin' 
Wii hiti ha'nty kin' ob mnsic in mah ean. 
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A Negro Song of Home 

An' I reckenuzed de melerdy »o poweriiil bewitclün' 
Dat made roah hcirt like sixty fo' t«r t'rob, 

An' I mejUte félt » hank'rin' fb' 107 cozy little kicchen 
An' de singin' ob de kettle on de hob. 

De ricli min cin intiatntate ■ palace ef he wishei, 

Wif brick-er-brack and piciuahs on de wall ; 
An' kin lay on relvet Bofërg an' cai off'n golden dish», 

Buc I would n't swap mah kitchen fo' his all ; 
Fo' hit would n't be tikc home ter me buc 'ceptïn' I 
could listen, 

A-puffin' at de backy in mah cob, 
While de good Lawd seemed a-spcalün' ob a home- 
like kin' ob bicssin' 

Frough de singin' ob de kecile on de hob. 
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STOSIN' 

YXZHAT i£ the new Stn Frandsco should sail 
^^ To Chilian water» away, 
With the Boston and Yorktown a&r in the east, 

'Nd the Lancaster otF in Bombay; 
'Nd the big Philadelphia — s'poain' she wuz 

A-loadin' with tea in Japan, 
With the Concord and Bennington flyin' so gay 

Thetr colors around Hiodostan ; 
'Nd ï'pOMn' the Charleston wuz in Bering Sea, 

With the Newark in Pamlico Sound, 
'Nd the Miantonomah'g big bilers shouid bust, 

'Nd the Baltimore run hard aground ; 
Then a'posin' we got in a fight right away 

With Chili or even Peru, 
'Nd England sbould wort the shcll game on Ne 
York. 

Say — what in the deuce would we do? 
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LITTLE 'RASMUS 

T^E Great Good Speret come down from above 
■*"^ An' took Icetle 'Rumus awayi 
Took my leede ' Raunua d« played peep wid me. 
En rode out to Banbury Cro»a on my knee, 

Took po' leetlc 'Rasmus away. 
Took my Icctle 'Rasmui dat played roun' de do' 
An' danced at de sunbeams dat féll on de Bo', 

Took my leede 'Rasmus away. 

Dat 's why I 'se down-hearted an' bain't 6b' relief, 
An' ol' an' bent over ; I 'se loaded with grief 

Kase 'Rasmus has done gone away. 
De Great Good Speret comes down from de sky 
An' hovahs aroun' ebbery day, 
An' hit 'pears what yo 's lovin' a leetle loo much. 
De Good Speret takes it away, 

Kase He took leetle 'Rasmus away. 

But I know de Good Speret mus' be mighty glad, 
But dis darky's heart am jes' mounful an' sad 
Stnce 'Rasmus has done gone away. 
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Little 'Rasmus 

An' mos'ly u morn, when de whjroperin' breeze 
Am loiterin' ap in de sycunore trees, 
An' at Doon when de sun dances roun' on de flo' 
Di» ole darty'a hcart am jej' burdencd wid woe, 
An' at night twixt de win' an' de patterin' rain, 
My po' soul an' body am restlwa wid pain 
Since 'Rumus hai done gone away. 

But I Itnow de Good Speret comea down from de ity 
An' hovahi aroun' ebbery day, 
An' hit 'pears what yo* worship a Icetle too niuch 
De Good Speret takes it away. 
Kak He toot leetlc 'Rasmus away — 
Took po' leetlc 'Rasmus iway. 
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NOBODY KNOWS 

1^"OBODY knows when de col' wind» am blowio', 
^ ' Whsr lil de po' lïtde chillun am a-goin'. 
Nobody bnowi when de night time'» hoverin' 
How many iitde one» «m dea'tutc ob covcrin'. 
Nobody sec», bat de Lo'd done aee 'em. 
Au' bime-by de Lo'd '11 teil humanity ter &ee 'em. 

Nobody knows je»* how many am in ragi, 

A-»lcepin' in de hot blocka an' 'roun' on de flags, 

Nobody lees all di» poverty an* woe, 

A-livin' on de emptyin'» an' not a place ter go. 

Nobody see», but de Lo'd done eee 'em> 

An' bime-by de Lo'd '11 teil humanity ter free 'em. 

Nobody knows wbar dis poveny all come» — 

How many po' folk am sleepin' in de slums. 

Nobody knows jes' how few am befriendin', 

But de good Lo'd knows dar mus' soon bc an endin'. 

Nobody sees, but de Lo'd done see 'em, 

An' bime-by de Lo'd '11 teil humanity ter fiee 'em. 
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SHE DOES NOT HEAR 

SH-SH-SH-SH-SHE does not hear the r-r-r-r-robin 

Nor f-f-f-f-feel the b-b-b-b-b.lmy b-b-breath of 

Spring; 
Sh-sh'sh-she doe» not hetr the p-p-pelting rain 
B-b-b-beat ta-ta-tat-t-t-tom on the w-w-winder 

p-p-panc. 

Sh-sh-sh-she cuc-cuc-cannot >ee the Autumn (-i-sky, 
Nor hear the wild geeae s-s-a-atringing b-b-by; 
And, oh ! how happy t-t-t- 'tis to know 
Sh-sh-she ncver f-f-feel» an earthly woe ! 

I s-s-tpoke to her; sh-ah-she woold not speak. 
I kuk-kuk-kuk-kissed her, bot C'C-cold was her cheek. 
I could not twine her w-w-w-wondrous hair — 
It w-w-waa ao wonde rf-f-f-fuUy rare. 

B-b-beside her s-a-atanda a v-v-v-vase of flowen, 
A gilded cuc-cuc-cuc-clock that t-t-tells the honrs ; 
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She Does Not Hear 

And even now tbe f-f-fire-ltght f-f-f-hlh 
On her, and d-d-dances on the walli. 

Sh-ili-she'a living in ■ p-p-pup-porer lifê, 

Where there 't do tu-tuh-turmoil ind no iCrife ; 

No t-t-t-tongue can m-m-m-mock, no words em- 

Hcr b-b-b-b-by g-g-goah ! ihe 's p-p-plaïter piiis ! 
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DOWN THE MISSISSIPPI 

/^H, de ole plantatioD landin', 
^^ On de Mlssiïsippi iho', 
'Peon es if I secd ole massa 

Standin' waiün' dar onec mo' — 
Back awa^s to whar de cabb's 

Almoi' hid by lilac tree» — 
Seems es ef I h'yord po' miisiu 

Singin' old-dme melodiei. 

HoUyhocka en honeysuckles 

Grow en bloom along de way, 
Leadin' up dar to de cabin ; 

But de ole folks, whar are dey l 
An' de winin' padi a-Ieadin' 

Roun' de house ; somedmeg, a spell, 
Seems es ef I h'yard de win'lesi 

H'istin' watah Pom de well. 
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Down the MississJppi 

Cap'n, kiin yo' stop de boat, uh l 

Stop de boat, kase well I know 
I hu doae gone down dis rivah 

'Bout M far 's hl keah ter go. 
You kÏD lin* me toon 's yo '■ ready. 

En I 'low I 'tl Ün' nuih way 
Back to dat ole shittah'd homestead 

Whar de nin shines (tao to-day. 

Musa lincoln's gunboati let' it 

Ja» dat way in sixty-threc; 
Coit dcy did some monsus damage, 

But dey act u* dahkiea free. 
How I 'mcmbah po' ole missui 

Standin' n'yah de cabin do' 
En ahe say: "Yo' gwine off, 'Raimus? 

Ain' yo' gwiac come back no mo' ? " 

Den I sade : " Not zackJy, missua ; 

Somepin 's done ketched ontah me. 
Dar 's a big stampede ob darkies 

From Kaintuck en Tennessee. 
When de boat comes up de ribboh 

Whistlin' 'roun' de lower bow 
I mus' leebe de ole plantation — 

Yas, must say good-bye en go." 



DoiiïHihvGoonlc 



• Down the Mississippi 

Massa so't o' bowed his hud, sah, 

Sitün' in 'is ale-ihm-chiir ; 
Missus, standin' on de do' step 

Caught de sunlight in her hair ; 
An' de breezes from de orchard 

'Peared to ruatic froo de trees. 
En I h'yard old Judy wccpin' 

Wid de chiUun 'roun' her knees. 

Tale yo' I wss mighty sad, sah, 

But I sort o' walleed away. 
Years en years ago it was, sah ; 

Now I 'se waoderin' back to-day. 
'Deed I 'se lookin' back en gazin' 

Mos'ly aow each sidc de Btrcam. 
I^m'marks gittin* mighty natch'1, 

'Clar hit 'peara jats like a dream. 

Dar 's de place! Dat 't hit, dar, cap'n. 
Dis yere side de ole ho'n bow ; 

'Low yo' need n't stop de steamah j 

Jais slack up a leetle — slow. 

***** 

Dar 's de same ole steps a-climbin' 
Pom de landtn' to de hiU. 
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Down the Mississippï 

La n' ob goodaeis ! Ef de buahet 

Atn't a-gronin' thickah still. 
In de lan' ob de forgotten ; 

Not ■ loul dong de hill ; 
Not R voice to wike yo' gladneai ; 

Everything do 'peir so idll ; 
Not on echo to s footatep ; 

Not an ansah lo a call 
'Sep' a mockin'-bird a-sin^' 

To de lonnomcnesa — dat 't all. 
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THE MERMAID 

WEET mermaid of the ïncomparable cyca, 
^ Surpassing glitnpses of the April skies, 
Thy form, ah, maid of the billowy deep ! 

So rare and &ir, but to possess I 'd creep 
Whcre the old octopui deep in hit briny haunta 
Comes forth to fced on uiything he wan» ; 
Where molluski crawl and cutcleiish entwïnc, 
Tbere on cmstaceans bc content to dine. 
What ecstades in sotne catcareoui valley. 
Had I bat scales like thee 'tis there we 'd dally, 
There seek each peak and let no other blias 
Be more enchanting than one salt-$ea kisi; 
There üt and baak in love, and «igb, and feel 
Each other* 1 fins throb, or perhaps we 'd ateal 
To aomc lone cavem. I suppose you know ■ 
Place wberc we could pluck the polyzoa, 
Or in your boudoir by your mirror there 

1 'd comb the seaweed from your aubum hur. 
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The Mermaid 
But hush ! A red-haired mermaid sister comes this 

And lishing with her tul the wavelets into spray. 
Cometh she alone o' er yonder watery pampas? 
Oh, na. fiy Jove ! There comes the white hlppa- 
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DE BLACKBIRD FETCHED DE 
SPRING 

TTt^HEN de «utumn leabc» mj twistin' 

' ' An' ■ tryin' ter pt loose, 
An' de apples in de cidah press 

Had done turned inter juicc ; 
When de blackbird got down-besrted 

An' Rilde up his mind ter ga. 
Hit was den de time dis dahicy's heart 

Was Jes' pahboiled wid woe. 

He was wid me in de furries 

In de suinmah Jields ob co'n, 
An' aroun' a-hookin' chenies — 

'Deed he was, mos' ebbery mo'n, 
An' he he'p me dribe de horees, 

Cluclct an' cluckt ter make 'em go. 
Dat 's why 1 'law dis dahky's heart 

Was jes' pahboiled wid woe. 
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De Blackbird Fetched De Spring 

But he Dotice dat de ^ellerin* 

Wis a-comin' on de leabes, 
An' de win' was so't o' whinin', too, 

Jes' like a dog dat grebes, 
An' wid nuffin' in de cherry tree, 

Ezcepiin' wintah's bref, 
One day in fall he 'lowed he 'd go 

En jes' ikip out himself. 

Hi kain't penarsely blame 'ïm, 

Kasc I 'd went efl was him; 
'Low he knew de wintah wedder 

Would done freeze 'im to de limb, 
KaK be couldn't ha'dly navigate. 

Er eould n't cluck er ung. 
En 10 he said ■■ "Good-bye, ole man, 

I'jccomin' back inspring." 

Dis mohnin', honey, 'deed I fiecrd, 

When ebberyt'ing waa calm, 
A song dat tetched mah po' ole heart 

Like oil of gladdesi bahn. 
An' who should I see settin' dar 

Upon de ole hay rack, 
Bnt mah blackbird, shuah, mah blackbird, 

An' 'e said, "I'aejes' got back." 
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De Blackbird Fetched De Spring 

Den he opened up his warble, 

When de gentle winds so solt 
Came dancio' from de hilI-top3 dar, 

An' o' er de meddah croft. 
An' down h/ar by mah cabin do' 

He sang an' flashed his wing, 
An' I praised de Lo'd of glory, 

Kase vay blackbird fetched de spring. 
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APPEARANCES 

T^E man dit wihi de tlickeit tile 
^•^ Doin draw de bïggei' check ; 
De richei* looldn' kin* ob lile 

Do)Ui yiel' de biggei* peck. 
De ho» dit 's highes' Jn de pool 

Doan alwiys win de race, 
Kaw somedmes he *s a Utde off, 

Ad' lometimea held fo' place. 
De boUdog wid de orn'ry jaw 

Ain' half 80 bad to meet 
Al dat dar yaller mungril cur 

Dat 's layin for yo' meit. 
De mooley cow dat hiats her leg 

Alt' mikes de milkmud scream, 
Am jes' de boasie cow dat pvcs 

De riches' tin' ob crcun. 
De mule dat hab de wicked eye 

Ain' half 80 bad, now min'— 
Look out for dat ole aleepy mule 

Yo' 'i walkin' 'roun' behin'. 
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THE GIRL WITH THE JERSEY 

^'^Oü can sing of the maid 
^ Who, in ftultlesï attire, 
SJdes out in her curtsined coupé ; 
Her robei are cxquÏMtely fashiooed by Worth — 
At eve thcy ire décolleté ; 
But I, I will üng of a maiden more fair. 
More innocent, too, I opine ; 
You can choosc from sodcty'a crust, if you wiU, 
Bat the prl with the jersey is mine. 

I know her by all that is good, Und aad truc, 

Thts modest young maiden I name ; 

I 'vc walked with her, talked with her, 

Danced with her, too. 

And found that my heart was aflame ; 

I 've written her letters, and small billet-doux, 

Revealing my love in each line : 

You can drink to your slim, sarïn-bodiced gazelle. 

Bat the girl with the jersey b mine. 
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IF MY WIFE TAUGHT SCHOOL 

TF I bad « wifè 'at uught kKooI I would go 
■'■ To far-away coumriea. I 'd fish from the Po 
In a gondola gay, and the splash o' my oar 
Would be heard by the natives around Singapore 

If my wifê taught school, 

I would, would n't you 1 

Er would n't yuh ? 

Enny way, what would you do? 

IF I had a wifê 'at (aught school I would get 
Something fine ia the shape of a fiindture set; 
If I could pay my board and she could pay hem, 
There 's a good masy nice little tbitigs I could eara. 

If my wifc laught school, 

I would, would n't you ? 

Er would n'l yuh ? 

Enny way, what would you do? 

If my wifé (aught school you can bet I would fly 
Like a condor, I 'd roost pretty middlin' high; 
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If My Wife Taught School 

I *d wear ■ ulk tile and owd hosaes, I vow. 
And do lots of thiogs I un't doïn' now. 

If my wife taught school, 

I would, would n't yoa i 

Er would n't yuh ? 

Enny way, what would you do ? 

[If my wife taught school like some women do. 
And I conld n't eam quite enoagh foT ua two, 
I 'd go in the barnyard, without «ny hsi, 
I would blow out my braina with a big bluaderbu». 
If my wifé taught school, 
I would, would n't you 1 
Er would n't yuh } 
Enny way, whai would you do? 
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THE OLD SPINNING WHEEL 

1~\0 70U remember the old spinning whed 
■*^That atood in the atric ao maoy ye«re «go, 
*Twia covered o' er with duat, and our mother uaed 

to aay 
'Twaa an old family relic of our grandmother'* 
day. 
How the apinning wheel would creak 
Aa if it tried to apealc, 
Recalling tender memories of yore ; 
How, back in other years. 
Her eyes would lïll wïth tears 
As she heard the hum upon the attic floor. 
Creak, creak, how it would creak, 
When «p to the attic we *d ateaJ, 
But mother would aay : 
'• Boya, come away 
Prom grandmother' a old apinning wheel." 

Do you remember the cobwebs that clung 

To the old oaken beama in the house we were born. 
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The Old Spinning Wheel 

And there fram the rafters how memoiy brings 
Backihe sage and camip and the dried apple stringt. 

Bat ah ! no other joys 

Compared, when we were boys, 
When we played upon the dear old attic floor. 

To sJowly turn the whccl — 

And the tpindle and the reel 
Woald aing the dear old song ie sang of yore 

Creak, creak, how it would credt, 

When up to the attic we 'd stea). 

But mother would say : 

" Boys, come away 
From grandmother's old spioning wheel," 
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THE OWL AND THE CROW 

np HERE wiï tn old owl, 
^ With eyes big ind bright, 
Who tung in a treetop 

One calin summer night. 
And the long that he sung 

I will now »ing to you — 
•• To whit ! To whoo, hoo ! 

To whit ! To whoo, hoo ! " 

He sflDg there all night 

Till eirly nest mom, 
When B crow came along 

That was loolüng for com. 
The crow heard him sin^ng, 

*' To whic ! To whoo, hoo ! " 
And offered lo sing 

A few notes that he knew. 

Jü« then the old owl 
In the treetop k> high. 
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The Owl and the Crow 

Wïih bis classical ahape 
And his big staring eye, 

Requeated the crow, 
In the deepeet ofgcorn, 

To lingbia old chestnut 
About stealing corn. 

" Caw ! Caw ! " said the crow, 

" Well — my deeds are by üght. 
I do n't steat young chickena 

And git up all night, 
With dew on my feathcra ; 

When I break the lawa 
In Jooking through cornfielda 

It 's not without caws " 
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DE CLOUDS AM GWINE TER 
PASS 



D! 



\E wedder' 3 mighty wauin, 
An' I gaae it 't gwine ter ttium, 
Doan yo' see de swaller fiyin' to de thatch ? 
Black clouda a-sweepin' by, 
Jes' a-ikimmin' long de sky. 
Dar' 9 a-huitlin' in de huckleberry patch. 

Dar't Zeke and Hezekiah, 

jan e Ann an' ole Maria, 
Mighty skeery when dey see de lighmin' flaah. 

How dey husde co de cabin, 

Whsr ole Dinah am a-bUbbïn' 
An de hoe cake am a-bakin' in de ash. 

I tole yo' kaïe I know, 

Jes' what make it thundah so, 
Dat'a de way Gord shake de rain out ob de sky ; 

An' when yo' hyar de soun' 

Like a shubbin' tables roun' 
Yo' can see de pigs t-runnin' to de sty. 
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De Clouds Am Gwine Ter Pas3 

But de clouds im gwine ter pau, 

An' de suq shlne out at las', 
While de pickaninnies pliy aroun' de do' ; 

An' froo de windih blinds, 

Hid by momin' glory vine». 
Hit 's er gwioe to flickcr down upon de flo'. 

Gord move» ia atuiy a way, 

So de ole Bible say, 
Fo' He conntt de drops and all de grains ob mo'; 

An' when de darknes» fall) 

'Pon dese hyar cabin wall» 
Hit am jes' de break ob day in uddah land». 

Den hurry, chillun, hustle while yoa may, 
Kaïe yo' know dar '» gwine ter come a rainy day, 

But de gloomerin' wül pass, 

An' de sun ehine out at laa', 
An' de darkies' clonds ob lorrer pass away. 
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A SUMMER'S AFTERNOON 

>npWAS the close of > sutnmer's diy, 

^ The sound of the flail had died awiy, 
The sun was sheddïng a lingeritig gleain. 
And the teakettle suDg with it! load of Heam. 
The old clock ticked thac hung on the wall 
And ttnick 'ith the same old cuckoo ctll ; 
ThcD oft I could hear the mournfiil bay 
Of ïome waich-dog far away. 
Then all ter onct piped in a jay. 
I just sot there with my senses gone. 
And the shadden of twilight a-creepÏD* on, 
With the eerie hum of the small pee-wees. 
Over there in the cedar trees. 
And the tinkle of bells in the marshy loam 
'Al told me the cows were coming home. 
And the ïighing breeze came o' er the croft, 
But ah! comes a melody fiu' more soü 
Than ihc troubled notes of a lydtan lute v 
Or the echoing aCrains of a fiiiry'» flutej 
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A Summer's Afternoon 

Il bids tne awaken «nd live and rejoice, 
'Ta only the 9oand of Elviry's volcc — 
Ijke in angel's whisper it comes to me : — 
"Wsite up, you fbol, tnd come to tea." 
An' it «a't in the spring er it «ïn't in the fall, 
But the close of * «ummer's day, 

That 'i dl. 
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I FED THE FISHES 

ONE day a big czcurüon sailed afar out in the 
lake. 
All bent upoo an outÏDg wïth their undwichM and 

cake. 
They sought the upper deck until the wind began to 

blow, 
When all engaged in ctifférent thïngs as every one 
must know ; 

WhUe I fed the Bshes, 
I féd the lishes, 
I fo] the fishes clear to Old St. Joe. 

Good Captain Stinei went up on deck to cast lua 

weather eye j 
A woman sadly, badly prayed, " Oh, Pather, let me 

die ! " 
The cabin-boys ran back and forth in staterooma all 

around, 
Whilc voicea shrieked; "Oh, mercy— oop! Oh— ■ 

oop! wish I were drowned," 
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I Fed the Fishes 

But I fed the fiahes, 
1 gRve them my beit wishes, 
I fed the fishes clear to Old St. Joe. 

The pilot boldly held the wheel sa throogh the wares 

we sped, 
While Purser Hancock ran abaft to hold some woman'g 

head; 
One fellow sit him down and sang: "Good-bye, 

sweetheart, good-bye j ' ' 
Most every one seemed occupïed, and, sad to tay, 

then I — 

I fed the fbhes, 

I fed the fishea, 

I fed the fishes clear to Old St, Joe. 

The "Chicora" rosé up in the air and then came 

down "kersocit;" 
She wibble-wobbled in the sea and once she atruck a 

The puraer wore ■ pallid look, the women all turned 

'WLile calmly I sat out on deck and hung over the rail ; 

For I fed the fbhes, 

1 gave theni my best wishes, 
I téd the fishes clear to Old St. Joe. 
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I Fed the Fishes 

Some tried Co eat thnr tandwichei, aome «■ggeredf 

reeled «nd laughed, 
While ocbers went below to iinile, and there the 

brown tle quaSied. 
The steward, Richard Waters, nuhed about with 

whisky ilinga ; 
Most every one seemed occupied, and all did différent 

ihings, 

But I fed the fishu, 
I féd the fijhea, 
I fed the fish» clear to OM St. Joe. 
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OLD BOSSIE COW 

nO' o)e botue cow 't down in de loanh, 

^ 'Daynt m de morsh where de col' windi un 

blowin', 
Eb'ry now an' den when de staum diei tway 
Seemt if I hyard ole boiaie cow a-lowin'. 

So out hy de cabin do' I itan' on de aweep, 
Aa' Miten in de win' an' dampniii' weddah, 
An 't 'peara dat I hear ole boBiïe cow agïn, 
An* I low dat ahe say, "Come down in de tneddah." 

Den down (roo de manh land trampin' along. 
Down froo de gloom an* de Dtght rains a-fallin', 
Kckin' my v/ty tbrongh the whiaperin' reedi, 
"Co-bo», co-bois, co-bou" a-callin'. 

Den all ob a sadden I come to ■ stop, 
An' dar ole bosaie cow so gentle an* so kjdnd ; 
An' I coix up ole brindle, an' I lead her by de ho'nj 
A wee little bossle cow comes. follerin' on behin', 
A wee litde bosüe comes follerin' on behin'. 
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TH AT CAT 

npEE cRt thit comci to my window üll 
^ Wheo the moon loobs cold and the nigbl i* ttill— 
He comes in a frenzied state alone 
With a tatl that atandi like a pbe tree cone. 
And tayi : "I have finished my evening lark. 
And I think I can hear ■ hound dog bark. 
My whiskers are froze 'nd stack to mj chin. 
I do wisK yon 'd git up and let me in." 
That cat gin in. 

But if io the lolitude of the night 
He doea n't appear to be feeling right. 
And risM and stretches and aeeks the floor. 
And some remote comer he would ezplare. 
And does n't fêel gattsfied just because 
There 's no good spot far to sharpen his claws. 
And meows and canters üneaay about 
Beyond the least shadow of any doubt 
That cat gits out. 
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A FROG'S THANKSGIVING 

T 'M a Trog with a thtnty buih over each eye. 
And ■ terrible push when I get on a hump ; 
There '■ very few reptiles that 's one-half so spry 
Or can coine op along side o' me on tKe jiunp. 

I 'm a frog when the ocher birds take to the wing 
And wasder away beneeth balmicr skies ; 
I betong to the bloated batrnchian Hng 
With a pnenmatic palate Tor coaxing in flies. 

I 'm ■ frog in the fall and a frog when the Trost 
Spreads over the land, and the forests are gray, 
] 'm a frog keepin' house at a vcry smal] cost 
In a dug-out I 've built out o* cat-tails and clay. 

I 'm a frog with a green overcoat and a roïce 
That tickles the woods, when the winter 's no more. 
The old folks are glad and children rejoice. 
At the lÏTit tap o' tbunder, I let out a roar. 

I 'm a frog living down in the lush of the swale ; 
You all know my voice when I 'm loottng for game. 
They calt me a cannlbal — what a sad tale. 
Wel], maybe I am; I 'm a frog just the same, 
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LOVEY-LOVES 

/^H, love ! Iet us love with a lore that bves, 

^^ Loring on with a love forerer ; 

Por a love that loves not the love it should love — 

I wot ïuch a love wÜl sever. 
Bqi, when two loves love this lovable love, 

Love loveg with a love that is best ; 
And this love-lovlng, lovabk, love-lasting love 

Loveaon ïn pure love's lovelineu. 

Oh, chide not the love when its lovey-love loves 

With lovable, loving caresses ; 
FoT one feels that the lovingest love love can love, 

Loves on in love's own loveUnesses. 
And love, when tt doea love, in secret should love— 

'Tit there where love moat ij admired j 
But the twolovey-loves that do n't care where ibty love 

Make the public most mightiljr tïred. 



DoiiïHihvGoonlc 



HANK SPINK 

TT ANK SPINK, hcMid— erBob did.his brMher- 
^ At he hit ■ man once for somepin or other, 
Aa' «fier he hit 'im — I got this from Bob — 
He simplj' went right out in' give up his job ; 
Not Hank er Bob, 

But the feller 'it got htt 
(^ve up hit job. 

Seef 

He SRÏd 'at the wind, er the forcc of hi» blow. 
Er tomepin lïke that, lomehow — I do n't know 
Just now wbat it was — I got it from Bob, 
'At he got a good awit ; not Hank er Bob, 
By a long ehoi, 

But the feller 'at got hit 
Got a good swat. 

See? 

He Baid he 'd be blamed, 'at he did n't know 
How he came to strike >uch an all-fired blow. 
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Hatik Spink 

'Cept he guarded hi» right an' threw (Ke hotl heft 
Of hia wdght oti' hia science, an' hit with hig lefi ; 
That lost 'im his job ; not Hank er Bob, 

But the feller 'at got hit. 
Lost Kim Kil job. 

See? 
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THE NILE 

'VrOT a single cloud bedims the iky, 

■^^ Not a ihadow falls below, 

But crocodilei creep, enfeeblcd by heat, 

Through the lotui fiowers that grow 
On the banks of the Nile, the placïd I^le, 

The Nile of ages ago. 

So slng^sh and wan it wandera on 

Where the citroa and doum pahnigrow, 

Where Sphinxes «are, through the lurid air, 
At the sun in ia molten glow ; 

Thai 's called the Nile, the tianqoil Nile, 
Of ages and ages ago. 

On the purple sheen of ïts mtrror heart 

Her galleys bend and row, 
And Egypt's queen can still be seen. 

Of olden lands the foe. 
Ah ! this wBi the Nile, the ancient Nile, 

The Nile of the long ago. 
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The Nile 

By aihen baokt of the incieDt streun 

Tlie scida tree bend* low, 
The ibia atindi in thia tomb of luidt. 

Al if ÏD s ptUor of woe. 
On the binka of the Nïle, the lacred NUe, 

The Nile of agei ago. 
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LIKE DE OLE MULE BES' 

SOME folks is so't o' pa'shal to de cattle roun' de 
r.'n.. 
Ter m«ke r pet ob animals dey find hit so't of Iwdm, 
Whileodders'ferdepoultry «ock ; degoosc, en duck, 

et) ben 
I» often made de mos' ob by de wisesa kind ob men. 
Some like de brindle mooley cow 'nd 'low dey hab 

de tense 
Ter pear ter know dere massa we'n dey see 'im at de 

fence. 
Some like the yearlin' cott ; I ' ve raly seed men stand 

aroun' 
Au' pet a Ho» all day, 'nd rub bis legs en fetlocks 

down; 
But ^bbin all de animals de füres' kind ob t«' 
I so't o' like de ole mule bes*. 

Some pet de mockin' bïrd en robin redbress' an' de 

Some like de gobbler kase he 's strutdn' roun' mos' 
ebeiy minutc. 
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Like De Ole Mule Bes' 

Some like de peacock fa' hii pride, tn' den tome lïke 

de dog. 
Whilu odden fo compuiioiiahip have prefuDce fö' de 

hog. 
Some fa'roeri like de wedder iheep, en lome de littlc 

lun'. 
De billy-goat, an' ninny-goit, whilst odden 'fér de 

run. 
Some like de little week-ol* ciüf w'en bandn' roon* 

hl» mud der, 
An' some folb dey like one thing an* den lome folio 

like anudder ; 
But 'f all de uock I'ae raised wïd in de Souf, er Eu* 

er We.' 

1 lo't o' like de ole roule bet*. 

Dart tomfun' meeU}r 'bout 'iro, hits de fic' he is n't 

bold 
An' de 'spression on 'is face is like de holy stints ob 

old; 
When he soit o* histe 'u beel up like 's gwine ter tut 

desky 
He 's simply eishcisln' jes ter peatervste a fly. 
An' de why he 'peirs embarrasi'd is ktse nature had 

ter üdl 
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Like De 01e Mule Bes' 

An' made 'ïm sort o' long on ears, en kind o' short 

on uil; 
But den he'imo den 'titched ter me, and know I is 

his frien' 
An' we done nude up our mind ter stick tergedder 

ter de end ; 
So dar*! no use ob yo' uin' me, yo's done had time 

ter gucss 

I so'i o' like de ole mule bes'. 

I uscd ter like Lucindy, but den 'Cindy couldn't 

stay, 
An' tittle Sim, I worshiped so, de angels coazed 

away, 
An' Lize Anne, an' br'er Zeph dere up dar on de htll, 
I pa'shley think I hear 'cm, too, w'en all aroun' is 

still ; 
Vo' see I'se mo' den lonesome heah, wid nobody ter 

talk. 
Er hide behin' de lilac trees adown de garden walk. 
Dat w'en I look at dat ole mule I feel so fiill ob woe 
'Bout litde Stm 'at rode on 'im, an 'toint so long ago, 
Ob all de frieo's dat's lef' me now, I 'raly mui' 

confess 

I to'i o' like de ole mule bes'. 
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DE RIBBER OB LIFE 

T DREAMT dat I uw de ribber ob life 
■^ Dat fiow» to de Jaspah Sca, 
De angels war nadin' to an' fhi, 

But none ob 'em spoke to me. 
Some dipped derc wings in de iHb'ry tïde ; 
Some war alone an' some tide by lide. 
Nary ■ one dat I knew could I see 
In dat ribber ob Ufe, 
De ribber ob Ufe 

Dat dowt to de Jaspah Sea. 

De ribber was wide, dat ribber ob Uk; 

De bottom 1 plamly could see. 
De siones layin' dar was whiter dan snow ; 

De sands looked like gold co me. 
De angels kep' wadin' to an' fro j 
Whar did dey come from ? 
Whar did dey go ? 
None ob 'em ünnalu like me, I kno'. 
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De Ribber Ob Life 

Id dit ribber ob lifê. 
De ribber ob lire 
Dat flows to de Jaspah Sea. 

De watah was clear aa de "well by de gate,'' 

Whar Jesus de lighc ürst see. 
De lofès' ob music f om angel bands 
Come ober dat ribber ob golden sands, 

Come ober dat ribber to me. 
An' den I aaw de clouds break away, 
Reveftlin' de pearly gates ob day. 
De beautifül day dat nebber shall cease, 
Where all is joy, an' lub, an' peace, 
An' ovah dcm gatcs waj written so clear: 
"Peace to all who entah herc." 
De angels wat gedderin' 'roun' de frone. 
De gates dore closed, I was lef' alone, 
Alone on de banks ob a darkenin' stream, 
But when I awoke I foun' 'twas a dreun. 

I 'se gwine to ford dac ribber ob life 

An' see de eternal day. 
I 'se gwine to hear dem heavenly bands, 
An' feel de ccch ob ole-üme hands 

Dal long hab passed away. 
Dar 's crowns ob glory for all, I 'm told. 
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De Ribber Ob Life 

An* lubly htrpi wid itringi ob gold. 
An' I know ef dir 't peace beyond dit m, 
Wid re»' fo' de vetry, dar 'i re»' fo' me — 
Bejrond dat ribber, dat ribber ob life. 
Dat flowi to de Jaspah Sea. 
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THE CAT O' NINE TAILS 

'npHE old cal o' nine tüU h cotnin' 'round agin, 
* And the w«y he womes children si 



He grabs 'em by the collar, an' he yanka 'em by the 

clotheE 
And reaches for a tender place, Why, what do you 

tuppose 
Will happen if you 're impident an' aet aroun' an' 

grin? 
WeU, 1 'U have to call the cat o' nine taila in — 
Have to call hini in ; yes, have to call him in ; 
ia. 
tatls 
cat o* nine 
old 
I 'U have to call the old cat o* nine tuit in. 
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The Cat O' Nine Tails 

Are you lusy to yer fither, are jaa Sbhin' to yer 

mother? 
Are you quarrelJD' with yer lister in' i-pinchiii* of 

yer brother. 
Do you " ring around the nwcy" (ill you have a dizzy 

feelin'. 
And you think yer g<Mn' 'roun' au' 'roun' an' wattin' 

OQ the ceilin' ? 
Wel], you bctter stop yer tcreechin' in' a-malÜD* »uch 

a din. 
Er I '11 have to call the old cat o' nine taila in — 
Have to catl him iu ; yes, have to call him in j 



I '11 have to call the old cat o' i 
old 

cat o' 1 



Do you allers miad your manners when company is 

come ? 
Er do you git upatairs 'ad yell, 'nd stomp around 'nd 

drum i 
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The Cat O' Nine Tails 
Do you show offat the table, too, 'nd try to act up 

*Nd p'int yer fingers at the things 'nd say : " Gimmc 

atMtr' 
If some one doesn't dress you dowo I thiok it i> a 

So I '11 faave to cati the old cat o' nine tails in — 
Have to call 'im in ; ye», have to call 'im in ; 



I '11 have to call the old ci 
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THE HAIR-TONIC BOTTLE 

OW dwr to my heart is the old village drug- 



WKen tircd and thirsty it comc» to my view. 
The wide-spreading sign that asks you to " Tiy ït," 

Vim, Vaseline, Vermifuge, Hop Bitters, too. 
The old rusty stove and the cuspidor by it, 

That little back room. Oh ! yoa 've been there 
yourwlf. 
And oftdmes have gone for the doctor's prescription, 
But tackled the bottle that stood on the shelf. 
The friendly old bottle, 
The plain-labelcd bottle, 
The "Hair-Tonic" bottle that stood on the shelf. 

How oft have I scized it with hands that were glowing. 
And guzsled awliile ere I aet off for home ; 

I owned the whole earth all that night, but next 
morning 
My head feit as big as the Capitol's dome. 
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"The Hair-Tonic Botde 

And then how I hunied away co receïve k, 

The drug^st wauld smile o' er hU poisonous pelf. 
And laugh as he poured out his unlicensed bitten. 
And filled up the bottle that stood on the shelf. 
The uniicensed bottle, 
The plain-Iabeled bottle, 
That "Hiir-TonJc" bottle that stood on the ihelf. 
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DE CIRCUS TURKEY 



H^ 



f E 'S de worst I evah sec. 
Dat old tnrkey up 'n de tree, 
I bin pegta'n him 'n punchin' him tünce mohnin'. 
I nev' HÏnce I wis bo'n 
Sec de way he do stick on. 
En he 'purs to look down it me 't if be acoroin'. 

He do» n't seero to 'p«r 

Ter hab « bit ob fcar, 
Kase I 'm wasied all mah sirength 'a bref upon 'ii 

It may be he 's in fun, 

But I '11 scah 'im wid dis gun, 
I 'se boun' ter git 'im down some way, dog on 'im 

I 'se fro'd mos' all de sticks 
In de yard, 'n atl de bricks; 

Ef yo' was me whut under d' sun 'ud yo' do ? 
He doe* n't seem ter change, 
'N* 'pears ter act so strange, 

I d'clar he mus' be pestah'd wid a hoodoo. 
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De Circus Turkey 

I tale yo' hit 's er fkc' 

I nearly broke mah back 
Er histin' shoes 'n brickbats up dar to 'im 

'Pon dis Tanksgibbin' day. 

I hate ter slioot, but say — 
I bleebe a gun 's de only diiog '11 do 'im. 

I 'low I '11 make 'im think 

He kaint gib me de wink 
An' süt upon dat limb en be secuati. 

Biff! — ! Bang!—! I '11 make 'im sin 

Mah goodness, watch 'im swing. 
Wy he 's a reg'lah circus turkey, suah. 

Hi see de huil thing now — 

Dat Rasmus boy, I 'Ion, 
Has done gone tied 'is têet up dar wtd stringi. 

No wondah dat he tried 

Ter come off j he was tied 
'N' all what he could do was Sap 'is wings, 

Come hyar, yo' Rasmus, quick, sah ! 

I 'se min' ter use dis stick, sah ! 
Come hyar, from ovah dar, from whar yo' stood. 

I 'low I ought to lay yo' 

Down on dat groun' en flay yo' 
I 'se tempted mos' ter use a stick o' wood. 
13» 
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De Circus Turfcey 



Vo' kaint go <ic meeda', 

Ad' w'en it comes ter eitin' 
Yo' mudder uij yo' kunt come to de table. 

I bet yo 'U ung er tune, 

Kue aü dis aftahnoon 
We 't 'cided dat wc 'Il lock yo' in de tuble. 

Yo' kaint bab none de white mcat, 
An' yo' kaint hab none de brown meit, 

Ad' yo' jes' hcam whut yer po' ole mudder sade ; 
Yo' kaint hab none de stuffin' 
Er de craiiber' sauce er nuffin', 

An* 'dsely at lix o'clock yo' go ter baid> 
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SOFIE JAKOBOWSKI 

T ITTLE Sofie Jikobowsid, 
■'"^Handsome as a forest flower, 
Dwelt alone with Gokiud Pfouski 
Ivan Ruric Rominowiki, 
In the palace of the tower. 
Of the ancient tower of Ivan, 
Dwelt the in the long ago, 
Near by wherc the frozen Volga 
Sleeps beneath itt weight of mow. 

Now, it seems old Gokstad Ffinuki 
Ivan Ruric Romanowski 
Had a pauion for the maid. 
And was very much afraid 
That perhaps she might get frisky — 
Fall in love with John Zobiesky ; 
So he locked her in the tower 
Oft for manjf a weary hour. 
He, the old decrepit ainner, 
133 
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Sofie Jakobowski 

Kepc her locked up growing thinner, 
Maoy 1 week ind month she itaid 
Id that tower, ind ofcen Uid 
Down to rest upon tbe cold 
Marble floor, to I un told 
By an old Slavonic itoiy 
That 19 gray ud bald and hoary ; 
'T» 1 legend that 's so weird 
Soft winda gently comb its beard. 
Littic Sofie Jakobowski 
Wss the ^reat of the fair ; 
Ey» that seemed half way confeuing. 
Vet would keep you coldly guessiog, 
Hair that in each wavy fold 
Tales of wttchery unrolled — 
Betng that old Angelo 
Traced in cloiitera long ago ; 
Lips, thoïC liquid lips who dew 
Ia tinctured with the rose'thue ; 
Cheeki aÉre with the glow 
Of maidenhood; a necfc of snow. 
Hoping, grieving, atghing, praying 
For her lover, disobeying 
Wlien she dared old Gokstad Pfbiuki 
Ivan Ruric Romanowski, 
«34 
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Sofie Jakobowski 

Eren hoping to the end 
For her Utcle Polish iriend, 
Now ie might be said if any 
Maid had lovers ihe had tnany ; 
Old traditions nune a score. 
Put perhaps a dozen more 
On the little tnaiden's list, 
For her charnu who could reslat ? 
She could bring them from Siberia, 
Hindostan, or fsr-offSyris, 
From the Deucscher Zuyder Zee 
To the rat-rice-frd Chinec, 
Tbere was litcle Mosea Khan 
From the village of Kaam, 
Vadlimir, and Max Pulaski, 
Peter Ulrich, and Hydrasky. 
Isaac Oz«m of Torique, 
One Jim Bogado, a Greek, 
And B soldier. Peter Hensky, 
Of the noted Prebojensti ; 
Kutiwoffand Fedorovitch, 
IJttle No Account von Storitcb, 
Seiïendorf, and Jake Zebatdii, 
Romanoff'Mid RuSbnutzsky, 
This is bat the half of them — 
«35 
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Sofie Jakobowski 

H«rr von Freiug Stobelpem, 

And 1 Jew that lent her Rhine wine, 

Moses Aaron Ëjifcl Einatein ; 

He from HoDg Kong, Sam Wing Lee, 

Drinkee AJlee Stmee Tea ; 

Isawwiskey and Tachenimiky, 

Waronetski and Chtwbimsky, 

And cwo nase a yentlemen, 

Yohn and Ole Petenen. 

She coiild bring them, I presume, 
From the ftr-off land of doom, 
Each wich one intent to woo her, 
Ardent, doing homage to her, 
Sending presents from Australïa, 
Nuggets from the Hinulayi 
MountainB, ring) tnd touvenin 
Enough to last ■ hundred yean ; 
Arrows almost cvery hour 
Carried presents to the tower. 
Do n't you thint it quïte a sin 
They had to shoot theïr present* in ? 
Think of how a despot's power 
Kept her locked up in a tower. 
She the iairett ütde maiden 
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Sofie Jakobowski 

Dwelling on this ddc of Aïdb ; 
Would n't any lover plunge-in 
To the dcepest Russian dungeon, 
Or becomc a aerf and work 
Out his lift Bt Ncdjikcrk 
To kidnap from yondcr tower 
Thtt tvrtet llttle Russian flower ? 
So I would, so <^d the frisky 
Nihilist, young John Zobiesky, 
Now the father of Zobiesky 
Mnufactured awful whisky, 
But young John took more delight 
In making bombs and dynamite. 
And he entertained the Russiaot 
With a series of concussïons 
TiU they wanted him so bad 
'Hl at it made all Russia sad. 
Once I think he came nol far 
From blowing up " the only " czar, 
But he had a most surprising 
Way of hiding and disguising — 
Never man » yct had found him, 
Ne ver arnjy could surround him. 
Probably he had a mascot — 
Bom a regular Russian Tascott. 
«37 
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Sofie Jakobowski 

John Zobiesky leemed contented 
When he had them til fennented 
'Round tKe pslRce. Neir the gate 
Ccusack «oldter* atoodup itraïght, 
Guarding with their guoi aod labert 
One anotKer from their ncighbora ; 
Over there one ctn't re»i« 
The ihonght to praïw the nihilist. 
Evcry dty and eveiy hour 
You feel the despot's potent power ; 
Evcry da/ you want to «hoot 
Some old potentate and acoot ; 
So with Joiin. One day he saw 
Another way to break the law. 
listen ! John was discontented. 
And hii smart brain soon invented 
With saltpcter and cotrosivea 
Something awful in explosives. 
Then with heart ehuck iüll, elated, 
IJttle John sat down and waited — 
Wwted for the somber curtün 
Of the night to make him certain 
Tliat he might not be discovered 
Or his hdlish plans uncovered, 
Waited lill ■ cloudy palt 
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Sofie Jakobowski 

Hung ita mintlc over all, 

And Scygiau darkness reigning fir 

Hid each peeping, tell-ule star, 

That lately had begua to nod 

Frotn Omsk to Nijni-Novgorod. 

Then he stok up to tkat tower, 

Juat heaeath his lady's bower. 

Fearlessly he pUced enough 

Of that paralyzing stuff' 

In the chinks and the foundation 

Of that tower to blast a nation. 

Then he sat hiin down and wrote 

Forty letters — make a note. 

He wrote forty, understand, 

Wrote them in a woman's hand. 

" I lorc only — only you j 

Come to-nighi, aweet love. Adieu ! 

Signiog wiih a heart afUme, 

Sofic Jakobowski'a name. 

One dark night when all was still 
On frosty turret, dome and hill, 
Forty suitors came in season, 
Knocked, and — Idon't knowthereasi 
Walked right in the door ; it swung 
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Sofie Jakobowskt 

Open, ttien it closed and sprang ; 
Every lover Kemed to f are 
The Mme, for thcy wcre pnsoner» therc 
Thcy wcre in beyond a doubt, 
Wiih no chance of getdng out. 
Now ihe riïky John Zobiesky 
Had the Coasacks drunk on whisky. 
And guardi with thcir long saber», 
Rested iwcetly from th«r laborï. 
Sofie Jakobowski, friaky, 
Looked down on her John Zobiesky ; 
John Zobiesky gazed at Sofie 
And he longed to gain the trophy. 
Sofie, up there in the casement, 
Throwing kisses towarda the basement — 
John Zobiesky at the basement 
Hurling kisses to the casement. 
But he has no time to lose ; 
Fixing up that deadly fuse, 
Now he hurls a line up till 
It reaches Sofie's window sill. 
Scarcely had she made ii fast 
Whcn the maiden stood aghast ! 
Startled at what stood before her — 
John Zobiesby, her adorer. 
140 



DoiiïHihvGoonlc 



Sofie Jakobowski 

Don't get inzious ; I must own 

John and Solie were olone. 

And I know > Rusaian kiss 

Jt noc such hard-frozen bllss. 

'Twa» the fint in years that they 

Had thu) erobrtced — the dme that way — 

So thcy occupied the present 

Till the night had grown senescent ; 

And they wondered ofc how fared 

The lovers down below that ahared 

The palace of old Gobtad Pfoiuki 

Ivan Ruric Romanowski. 

" Hark ! " cried Sofie, " 'tis the hour 
When Moïcow'i bell in yonder tower 
Peals a knell, and we must fly, 
Or clse together we must die. 
Ah, look ! through yonder gite I tee 
Thtt demon — and he comes to me — 
The wretch that locks and keeps me here 
From month to month and year to year." 
Up jumps the riiky little frisky 
Nihilist, young John Zolnesky. 
A kisi upon her lips, his hand 
Upon his breast as if to brand 



DoiiïHihvGoogle 



Sofie Jokobowski 

IE» vow : " You «y, 'He cornet to me ;* 

You cry : • He cornet ! He cornet ! To thee 

I twear by yonder mooolJt inow 

He comes !* Jutt watch «nd tee him go." 

Then with Sofie on lüt thoulder — 

Never few that he can't hold her — 

Through the window, down the rope, 

The nihilitt and maid elope. 

Not a moment do they loie. 

Save to stop and light the ftise. 

Slowly on itt path it crawl» 

Toward the gray old castle walls. 

Past the Cossacks with theïr laber», 

Still at rest fi-om recent laboTs, 

And the noble body guird — 

They are snoring just as hard. 

A flash ! A roar ! and Moscow nunble». 

And the tower of Ivan tumbles. 

Up skyhigh went Godstad Pfouski 

Ivan Ruric Romanowskï, 

Also litde Moses Khan 

Or the village of Kazan ; 

Vadlimir and Max PulasU, 

Peter Ulric, and Hydraski ; 

Isaac Ozam of Torique, 
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Sofie Jakobowski 

Odc ^m Bogtdo, a Gmk, 

And ■ soldier. Peter Heaski, 

Of the noted PrebojensM j 

KutuseiF and Fedorovitch, 

Uttle No Account von Scovitch, 

Seizendorf and Jake Zebaczski, 

RaDanoiF and RuSbnratzski, 

ThJs is but the half of them, 

Herr von Frettag Stobclpcm 

And B Jew that sent her Rhine wine, 

Moses Aaron Ëiffel Einstein, 

Drinkee Allee Samee Tea — 

He from Hoog Kong — Sam Wing Lee, 

Isawwiskey and Tschenimsky, 

Waronetzski and Chewbimsky, 

And two nase a yentlemen, 

Yohn and Ole Petersen. 
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SUNRISE 

^T'HE dim light to the sou'ward 
^ U the beacon of the coast, 
But the white light to the teeward 

The mariner loves most. 
And whetKer 'tia the dim üght 

Or the white light to the lee, 
That great big hunk of daylight 

Is light of lights fbr me. 
But what it ia of all lighti 

That fills my aoul with glee. 
Il when that hmilc of daylight 

Climba up out of the tea. 
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THE WOODTICKS 

npHERE 'S things out in the forest 
•^ That '» woraer an' 'n owl, 
'At gets on naughty boys 'n girls 

'At rUcts wears a scowl. 
There 'i things out in the fore>t 

'At 's worser'n a llon, 
'At getï on wicked boys 'n ptlt 

'At 's quarrelin' «n' a-cryin'. 
There 's thlags oui in the forest, mind, 

An' if you do n't talie care, 
The woodiicks — the woodticks — 

Will be cmwlin' tiiro' yer hair. 

An' they say as boys is naughty, 
An' their hearts is full o' wn, 

They '11 crawl out in the night time 
An' gct undemeath yer skin, 

An* the doctor '11 have to lake a knife 
An' cut 'em off je»' so. 
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The Woodticks 

An* if I bit of 'em ia lefi 

Aaother one 'II grow. 
An* roebbe you won't feel 'em, too, 

Er ever know they 're there, 
But by lad by they '11 mulüply 

And cnwl up in yer htir. 

The devil'j dtmin' needte too, 

'III come and sew yer ear. 
An' make a neat inside like that, 

An' then you '11 never hear ; 
An' the jigger bugs gets on you, 

An [he thouaand-legged worm 
'Dl make you writhc, an' twist, an' grotn, 

An' cry, an' yell, an' squirm; 
But the worst thïngs 'at 'II git you 

If you lic, or steal, or swear. 
Is the woodticks — the woodticks — 

A-criwIin' thro' yer hair. 
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DIDN-T WE, JIM? 

^^ES, ur ; we lived home till out mother died, 

■* An* I 'd go a-walkin' with Jim, cauie he cried, 
TïU night time 'ud come, 'nd we 'd go up to bed 
An' bofê say the prayera 'at she taught us ter said — 
Did n't we, Jim ? 

Ad' pa 'ud stay late, an' we uster call, 

'Cause we thought we heard 'im downstaira in the 

hall: 
An' when he come home once he feil on the floor, 
An' we nin'd an' hid behind ma's bedroom door — 
Did n't wc, Jim ? 

She told ua, our ma did, when she 's sick in bed, 
An' out of the Bible some verses read, 
To never touch wine, and some more I can't think ; 
But the last words she said was never to drink — 
Did n't she, Jim? 

But OUT other ma, what our pa brought home there, 
She wbipped little Jim 'cause he stood on a chair 



DoiiïHihvGoogle 



Didn'tWcJim? 

An' kissed our mt't picture that hung on the will. 
Au' struck me fer not doin' nothïn' at all — 
Did n't »he, Jim ? 

Shc MÜd 'at we never had no brinf^ii' up, 
An* ttayed 'roimd the house an' eat everything up, 
An' said 'at we could n't have no more to eat, 
An' all 'at we 's fit for was out in the street — 
Did n't she, Jim? 

We said 'at we haied her, did n't we, Jim ? 
But our pa — well, we did n't say nothin' ter him, 
But jutt took ma's picture and bofe nin'd away; 
An' that 's what Jim's cryin' 'bout out here to-day — 
Did n't we, ain't ie, Jim ? 

Mister, do n't feel bad — 'cause Jim's cryin' — too j 
Fer we 're goin' ter hunt an' git somethin' ter do ; 
'Cause our ma 'at died said ter work an' ter pray, 
An' we 'd all be together in glory some day — 
Did n't she, Jim? 
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THE POST-DRIVER 

'T^HE lingering loon flies over the marsh 
* And the nïght bird ne*tle» in dew, 
The river is cold and the wind) are harah, 

But what i» it that goei cuhchoo ? 

What i) it that gocs cuhchoo, cuhchoo? 

Oh, what il it that goes cuhchoo? 

Then the rail comes up from his lushy bed 
And wings to the realms of blue ; 

Wild lilies soak wbere the bullfrogs croak, 
But whit il ie that goes cuhchoo? 
What is it that goes cuhchoo, cuhchoo } 
Oh, what il it tiiat goes cuhchoo? 

O'er the whiipering reeds the rice-heu ipeeds. 

And the mcadow-lark singing anew. 
And I know in the swail che song of the rail, 

But what il ie that goes cuhchoo? 

What il it that go« cuhchoo, cuhchoo ? 

Oh, what is it that goei cuhchoo ? 
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LEF' DE OLE HOSS OUT 

JfT'WEEN de giuts ob de win' 

■*■ Comc) * winner «n' a »oun' 

like de trun[nn' ob hooft on de col', col' groun'. 

I *«c 'spicioos ob ■ itaom, 

An' dere ajn't no doubt 
But aomebody 't gone >n' lef' de ole hosa out. 

I' 'membah now de sheep 

Come ■•runnin' to de shed, 
An' de ole bossie cow was a-standin' in 'er bed, 

An' de chickens on de roos' ; 

But what was I 'bout 
Whcn I done went to bed an' IcP de ole hoss out ? 

Well, Imus'nlay heah 
An' hab de col' win's blow — 
When de keyhole whisites dar 's gwine ter comi 

I jea' oughter 'rise 
Aa' wandah right out, 
An' cuah myaelf ob leebin' de ole hoss out. 
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Lef' De Ole Hoss Out 

Mah goodness, whit er night ! 

Wondah what 's dat soun' ? 
Dat'» de ole hoss, jes' comin' on de boun'. 

I 'se ashaine' ob myse'f ! 

Well, what was I 'bout. 
Ter go ter bed ter rcs' an' leebe de ole hoss o 
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EC-A-LEC-TIC FITS 

T 'M ooly jes' ■ little chap, 
^ An' my ma wya I 'm frail ; 
I got «c-R-lec-dc fits, 

'At 'i why I 'm lookm' palc. 
Odcc I had R Rgue chili, 

Ad', oh, faow I did shake 
'Cau9e aoniy would n't ffve me any 

JeUy tÊia an' cake ! 

Once when it was Bummer 

Once, an' nicc an' warm, nen me 
An* Jennie went in our back yard 

'Nd cliinbed a cherry tree. 
An' she ate all the cheniea, too, 

An' fed me all the pits, 
An' my ma aaid 'at 's jes' what gjve 

Me ec-a-Iec-tic fits. 

When bad ^rls comcs lo oor house 
They must n't scare me, too. 



DoiiïHihvGoogle 



Ec-a-lec-tic Fits 

An' romp up quick «gainst ine 

IJke they 's pkyïn' peek-a-boo, 
'Cause ma she ']1 say right out to 'em: 

"Sec here, now, children, quit ! 
I guess you ']] have to ran nght home 

'Fore Wadswonh has a fit," 
Sometiine I 'II be strong' nd well 

An' big like Uncle Dan, 
An' he '11 be Uitle jes' Jike me, 

When I 'm a grown-up man, 
'Nd nen I won't be scarin' people 

Almost out their wits, 
'Cause 'en I won't go 'round a-havin' 

£c-a-kc-tic fiia. 
When you see me turnin' blue 

An' when my hand» pts cold. 
Do n't you git afraïd o' that ; 

But jes' you git a hold 
Of me, an* nib my hand», 

'Nd rub my neck 'nd head 
Tm I "come out "—'cause ïf you do n'l 

I 'm li'ble to git dead. 
I would n't care if I should die 

'Nd go up chere, would you. 
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Ec-a-Iec-tic Fits 

Where the lun is p«ekin' 'round 

The clouds, up where it 'a blue? 

'Ciuse there they ttn't no worry, 
An' chey 's lots o' linie bits 

Of fdlen, an' they's none of 'em 
Got ec-B-lec-tic 6ti. 
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KEEP HIM A BABY 

T^EEP him a hahy as long as you can ; 
■*■*■ Bless him, the dear litile, cutc, cunning n 
Keep him 'm dresses, and apron, and bib ; 
Rock him to sleep in hts own Itttle crib. 

Keep him a baby enjoying his toys — 
Soon enoagh he will be one of the boys ; 
Keep him a baby «id keep hïm at home — 
Manhood will very soon cause him to roam. 

Ofttimes at night when be wakeg for a froUc, 
Do n't get excited — it 'i only the eolic ; 
When he has rcason your alumbera to mar, 
Get up and walk with him, just as you are. 

First it is Winslow and then it is squllls, 
Then you will Ünd one or two doctor's bÜls, 
Though he 's a trouble at times, it is tme, 
When he growi up he will take care of you. 

Keep him a baby still takiag his nap. 
Do n't you chastise him for any mishap ; 
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Keep Him a Baby 

When he fklls off ■ lofa or chair. 

Do a't stop his crying by ciUing ■ bear. 

Keep htm a baby and do u I siy ; 

Take him to ride in his carriage each day ; 

Show him the bossie, the horse and the bow-wow; 

Soon you wil] hearhim say "moo !" to the cow. 

Keep him a baby : he '11 u>on Ik a boy, 
Then he 'Il forsalte every plaything and loy; 
Keep him ■ baby— he '11 JOon be a man. 
Keep him a baby as long as you can. 
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ANGELINY 

/^OME right hyar, yo' Angcliny j 
^^ Chile, yo' jes' gib me de blues. 
What yo' doin* ? tryin' to Iry me 

Wwin' out dem bran new shoea ? 
Yisc yo* is, 'deed yo' is, 

Doan yo' dar talk back to me, 
Kase I know yo' is. 

Whar* yo' gwine to play dis tennb i 
Who yo' playin' tennis wid ; 

Playin' wid dal Irish Dennis, 
Wcll fo' yo,' chile, dat yo'a hid. 

Come right squar out Pom dar. 
Out Pom dar hin' dat dar bed ; 

Now, go comb yo' har. 

Angcliny! Angcliny ! 

Doan yo' hyar me callin' yo' ? 
Need n't tink dat yo' slip by me. 

Min', gal, I 'se daid on tah yo'. 
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Angeliny 

Come right aquar in t'om dar, 

Yo' kaJDt pl«^ wid dem low whiie tnuh, 
Now, my gtl, kc hfir. 

Whar'i yo' muüc edgectshun ? 
Git 10 dat füinnih dir 
Play dat lubly itrabaganzah 

Dat yo' callt de Maiden't ^'r. 
I*n' a-libin', chile, do yo' 

Want de folki in dii hyar nei|^bo'I)Ood 
link yo 't Irish too } 
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DE EYARFQUAKE 

1~^E eyarfquake B-shakin' 
■*-^ Je*' ■ short time Bgo 
Was Belzabub a-pullin' 

Out de clinkers down below. 
So yo' bettah drap yo' sinnio', 
Kase ol' Satan he *a a-grinnin', 
Büne-by de big laxafhone 

Am sbnahly gwine to blow. 

Cose yo '» laffin now, 

Bekase it 's mighty still. 
Bime-by she gwïne ter shake 

Wid a pow'ful heavy ehill ; 
An' de ole bell in de towih 
'S gwine to &]] down wid de powah, 
Aa' de miUstonei go dandn* 

Roun' de bottom ob de mill, 

Some day dir 's gwine ter open 
De bigges' kin' ob crack. 
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The Eyarfquake 

Aa' dis hyu coon 's a-hopin' 

Dat de Lord wod'i hol' yo' bsck, 
'Speshly Jaspih Jonei McCtelltn, 
' Yo 'i de one I 'm tnn a-telliu' 
'But de use of bad proftniiy 
Au' bI«i plug terbac. 

'Fore de debbil shake 

De fiirnace down agin, 
Yo' bettah ask de Lord 

To rid yo' ob yo' «in, 
Kase when Satan wanta tome fnel 
To warm up bia brimstone gruel 
He '11 ope de furnace do' 

An' de draP 'II suck yo' in. 

Doan bc loafin' now 

An' ihootin' craps aroun' ; 

Yo' benah be a-tryin' on 
De white probaahion gown ; 

Fus' yo' know all ob a sudden 

Mos' yo' coona '11 tate to scuddin' 

An' dose cushun feet 

Dey '11 nevah tech de groun'. 
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PRESQUE ISLE 

IIJOW well I remember the day that I spent 

On that iat away island where all is content ; 
When sweet from the woodland, 'midst bramble and 

The birdi caroled on — it leemed jusi for our sake. 
Oh, where on this orb ia a spot that we feel 
The raptore of loving as on the Presque Isle ? 

I laved in her looks and I bathed in her smiles. 
Nor thought of the nook where ihe serpent beguiles ; 
I watched the calm glow of her passionate cheek. 
As tn maidenhood only those blushes can speak. 
How I ardently knelt at her feet to reveal 
The love that was bom far away on Presque Isle. 

When the starj had come out in the clear nonhem 

skies 
They but beamed on my soul, ah ! less bright than 

her eyca. 
And I turned in despalr from the orbs up abovc 
To gaze in the eyes of an angel of Jove. 
i6i 
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Presque Isle 

Our lipa met, oh ! why should we longer conceil 
Our love od that rapcurous, lUr-lit Presque Iile ? 

I 'm still ]ooking back on that igland to-day, 

But mjr lips they «re mute — I have nolhing to ny, 

Ëxcept that my loul I claim as my own, 

Tho' my loft aubum hair ia all acatter'd and strown. 

And after each cyclone tn lilence I kneel 

And pray for an earthquake to tiak the Pretque Isle. 
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BEULAH LAND 

^BER de ribber in Beulah Lan' 
^-^ De luMy angels in white robca stan'; 
Dey beckon me dar, I kin hyar de ban', 
Ober de ribber in Beulah Lan', 

Ober de ribber what sights I see ! 
Somebody stan'a dar a-waitin' fo me ; 
Stan's on de sho' ob dejaspah Sea, 
A-callin'; he uys dar 's res' fo' me, 

Ober de ribber I soon mus' go, 
Weary ob waitin' fro' all dis woej 
An* when my journey is ended I know 
Dat de Good Skepherd will open de do'. 

Ober de ribber my soul takes wing, 

De songs ob Zion I hyar 'em sing; 

When tuned to de harps how our voice» will ring 

Close *roun' de frone ob de Hebcnly King. 

Ober de ribber dey beckon to me. 
De ribber dat flowi to de Jaspah Sea ; 
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Beulah Land 

Ober de nhber jroa all mu»' know 

Dtt de Good Shepherd will open de da'. 

Den we '11 thout glory an' pnüie 'im an' ting 
'Long np de golden itreets, how it will ring; 
CIoM to de Must fo'evab we 'tl stan'. 
Ober de ribber in Beolah Lan'. 
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THE BLACKBIRD AND THE 
THRUSH 

t^TT'S my id«,*' a blackbtrd «id, 
■*■ As he sat in a molberry bush, 
"It '» my idee, ït teaia to me, 
I can warble as well as a ihnish." 

"Let 'er go, let 'er go," said a carrion crow. 
As he ïwung on an old dothesline, 

"For I won't badge, but I 'U act aa judge. 
And the winner I 'Il asic to £ae." 

In a minor key the thnish sang he, 

' Way up in an ehn remote. 
And twice and ihrice Uke paradise 

Songs welled from the warbler's throat. 

Then a rooster he, in his usual glee, 

Flew Dp on the barnyard fence. 
And he crowed and he crowed ; then he taid : 
"I '11 be blowed 
ir that is n't simply im 
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The BUckbird and the Thmsh 

Then the bUckbird, wcU, bc listcned s spell 

And began in gurulons run, 
But bc w«i n't admired. Tor a farmer tired — 

Well, he up and fired a gun. 

Then the black crow «üd, as he retted hU head : 
■' I want to go «omewhere and die." 

And a young cock-a-too said : " I do, too," 
And e porrot taid: "So do I." 
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DE SPRING-HOUSE 

T^OWN (D de spriog-house am whar I long to 
■^"^ wand ah — 

"De ole do' a-creakin' as hit swings to cd fro. 
Down 10 de spring-house standin' ovah yondah, 
Standin* ovah yondah in de long time «go. 

Down bjr de spring-bouae de lüaca am a-bloomin' j 
HoJJyhoclcs a-noddin' an' honeyauckles thick. 
Down by de spring-house I listen to de lowïn', 
An' reckon de ole brindle cow am wadin' up de 

Down by de spring-house once again I 'm walkin'j 
Vellah cream 'pon de shef, kain't Iet it be. 
Down in de spring-house no use in talkin' — 
Col' greens an' hog-jole's good enuff fo' me. 

Down to de spring-house missus comes a-callin', 
Or hound 's a-bahkin an' massa 'gins ter shout. 
Down in de spring-house what a caterwaulin' — 
Jais sori a-waïtin' fo' de niggah to come oui. 
167 



DoiiïHihvGoogle 



De Spring-House 

Down by de ipring-hoase bkcklnrds eat de cherry, 
Wup lack de honeytuckle, clovth feed de bee. 
Down in de ipring-hoiue niggih nevih wony — 
Down in de ipring-houie un good enoff fo* me. 
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UNDER OBLIGATIONS 

A NEORO PAKSON's CHKI9TUAÏ SEKMON. 

T NOTICE dat de weddah's nthah chilaome, mo' 

or Jeu, 
An' I notice dat de back-log so't o' cncUes, Lor' 

brei» ? — 
Ole Crimp is on de tuhnpiice ui' de fi-osa is on de 

fkince 
An' Sint' Claus 'U loon be hjrah, ao chillun, hab 

taïnce. 
I seed 'im on Ole Massa's ruff ; twar jaia de oddah 

Wid a span ob balky reindyahs, bofe um dapple gray 

■n' white. 
Dey war hitched to ■ monsus lookin* alligatali sleigh, 
An' fiUcd wid ^t fo' de chillon, piled ebery which 

un way. 
Hab any ob yo' chillun bin a-ainnin' } 
Or a-aaasin' yo* suppearyaha, or a-grinnin' ? 
Yo' b«tiah read yo' Bible 'bout ole Mosea an' de laws, 
Poh yo'a ondoh diligaskuns to Ole Sanu Gaus. 
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Under Obligatïons 

How ininjr ob yo' chillun bin a-tendin' to de church ? 
An' done made np yo' minds lo leab« de d^bil in de 

lurch, 
Hab yo' tended up lo Sunday-school, an' liiten'd to 

yo' teichah ) 
Doei yo' alway) dnp ■ nickel to try an' «pote yo' 

preachih ? 
Am yo* wiltiil to yo' faddah or yo' muddah } 
Does yuh peuemte yo' siitab or yo* braddah ? 
Yo* bettah chinge yo' tacdckg cause, well, jeu be- 

Yo's andah obligithuni now to Ole Santa Cliiu. 
Kin yo' insaah lU dese quescions dat yo' pasiah has 

perfcTd ? 
Efyo' kaint, yo' bettah hang yo' hiida en nevah siy 

a word i 
Pohyo' pastahsort ob reckona dat de deUiil'sbinbo'n 

in yuh 
An' when ole Santa Claus comes roun' he 'II surely 

be agin yo' . 
So, ef any ob yo' chillun bin i-sinnin', 
Or a-sassin' yo' auppearyahs, or a-grinnm', 
Vo* bettah read yo' Bibte, do n't yo' hesitate or paoae, 
Kase yo*> undah obligashuns to Ole Santa Claui. 
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CLEOPATRA AND CHARMIAN 

T 'M d/bg, yei, Chsrmian, dying, 
I 'm dying to sCrol] out awhile. 
This ere we 'U go down to the Cydnui 
And scire up some old crocodile. 

I swcir by the Priesu of Serapb 
Thii Egypt ju9t ^ves me the blues, 

It teemi that my oaly compuiions 
Are cTOCodiles, storks, and emus. 

I 'm M> meluichoty and atiipid, 

Swect maid should I drop in a doze, 

I pray you loosen my sindals 

And pull dS' these long sïlken hoac. 

Bring me the isp in the lattice box 
Thit Tony caughi down in the Nile. 

I^nch up hii tail with a small carob sück 
And then let him wiggle awhile. 

Idst night my pet lion, Augu$tQSj 
Wag bowling for something to eat — 
'7S 
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Cleopatra and Charmian 

Wby onder the sou do n't they fèed bim 
Tbat dave wtih the ptgeon-toed feet ? 

To-diy you must polish thoie idoli, 
The buU-headed idola — and more, 

Jiut ace that those lubberly eunnchs 
Do n't »pit on my porphry floor. 

You 'te getring infcmaUy lazy 

Aod looking 90 peeked and white. 

See heie, miis ! Does thit jay from Memphis 
Think you ctn sït up erery night ? 

I vow, I believc you 're weak-minded, 
Your brain aeenu to be in a whirl, 

Nezt week I 'U go down to Miletu* 
And look op a new hired girl. 

Go bring me my old rootber hubbard. 

And also those Indian balms ; 
Come, let us go down in the gardens 

And buk 'neath thoae lovely dhoum palmt. 

Bring also my pearl broocii and necklace, 

Dear, lazy, old Ethiope girl ! 
Some wine of Rameuan vintage 

I '11 mix up a nectar of pearl. 
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Cleopatra and Charmian 

We' II drink to Osiris ind lm 

The great Sphinx of Thebin renomi, 

Old Cheops, the &ther of pyranuds, 
The Ptolemiea, then to the crown. 

By Pthah ! let us try the new poiion 
On somt of out new Roman stock. 

I'd like to tip over some pyramid 
And give the old mununiea a shock. 

What '» that ? Who seeks for admission ï 
Was that a fog hora I heard blow l 

Can Tony be nearing the castle ? 
Just look, Charroian dear, ere you go. 

Hare something good, dearie, for breakfasc, 
But you know whai plcases me most — 

Some pelican's eggs, a la Curo, 
And fried phenicopters on toast. 

Remember about rising early, 
Get up wich the wagtail at four. 

So amaiher the glim in the hallway. 
And lock up the back kitchen door. 
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BUT THEN 

JOHN OSWALD MoGUFPIN he wanted to die 
'Nd bring hia cueer to an end ; 
Of courge, well — hc did n*t say nothin' to me — 

But ihai 's what he told cvcry Iriend. 
So one alternoon he went down to the pier, 
'Nd folki saw him actin' most terribly queer j 
He prayed 'nd he sung, put his hiod up to congh 
An* eveiy onc thought he was a-gom to jump off— 
But he did n't. 
He may jump tomorrer 
Momin' at ten — 
Said he was goin* to 
Try it again — 
But then. 

John Oswald he said he was tïred of the eanh — 
Of its tunnoil and scniggle and strife — 

'Nd he made up hi; mïnd a long, long time ago 
Hc was jusi bound t' take his own life j 

'Nd the vcry next time 'ai hc started to shavCf 
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But Then 

Dctermined lo &t, he wus goin' t' bc brave ; 
So he uood up 'nd Aourighed the knifè in despür 
'Nd every one thought 'mt he 'd kill hünself there — 

But he did o't. 

He sayt 'at tomorrer 

Momin' at ten 

He his a notion to 

Try it again — 

But (hen, 

He went and bought arKnic, bought parii green, 

'Nd cobali 'nd all tindi of stuff 
'Nd he toot great delighl in leaving it 'round — 

Of course that wat done for a bluff — 
Then he rigged up his room with a horrible thing, 
Thatwould blow his head off hy pullln' a siring. 
Polki heard the ezplosion — rushed up— on hu bed 
John Oswald was lyin'. They whispered, "He'i 
dead." 

Buthe wain't. 

He riz up 'nd said : 

Could n't Bay when 

He 'd fdly decide to 

Try it again 

But then. 
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PINKEY 

T RECKON winuh'i goin* 
* It 'j rainiii' '«ed of inowin*. 
I ttle yo' dar'i no knowin' 
Je»' wh«r dii chile 'U go. 

Might go to Souf Kyailini, 
An' tummah dtr wid Dimh ; 
I gum I 'd cut a. shine 

Among de coons I know. 

Den dir 's my good ol' muii 
'Way down in TtUatuuue. 
He lin't fo'got dit sauie 
Chile dat UMd to üng. 

De why he call me "Pintey" 
Was de coUuh ob my crinkey 
Frock I wore »o ahrinky 

Whea I use lo dance de fling. 
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Pinkey 

We gal» out in de moonshine 
Would d»nce de good ol' eoonjine, 
An' dreckly dep we 'd soon fin' 
Dat missui heah de noise. 

Den inighty quïck she 'd hurry 
Down dar «11 in > fluny, 
An' fin' dis huckleberry 
A-dandn' fo' de boys. 

An' den de way she 'd take me, 
An' land oh goodnesa, shake me I 
Ol' missus raiscd an* brake me. 
No wondah I 'se ao good. 

Ol' missus used to teil me 
Dat like de cows she 'd bell me, 
Or else she 'd done go sell me 
To Yankees, I 'se so nide. 

I 'membah Rasmus Biddle, 
As black as auntie's griddle ; 
He used to ptay de fiddle, 

An' feet ! umh ! a holy show. 

An' dar was Luke an' Jaspah, 
Ludndy, Jude an' Caspah, 
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Pinkey 

' Dat ignoniinyi», 'upah- 

Ridii'f on'ry loolün' moke. 

Dat ol' ciuh-fóoted, cramp-bick. 
Dit essence ob ol' lampblick. 
Dit inüde yih ! yih ! ob ■ unokestack, 
Us gali we called 'im imoke. 

An' dat new coon f 'om Cuba, 
Dat use to play de tuba, 
He uied to pat de juba, 

While I dance de Motnle bucL 

De ole banjo was a-piagm' 
An' dat pink frock a-swingju', 
Db yiller chile a-wingin', 

Jes' hoein' down b' luck. 

I ün't no Mobile niggah, 
I CDt Qo Mobile figgah, 
But when yo' pull de triggah 
Yo' pestah deie heah shoes. 

An* when de fiddle's icrapÏD', 
Dar 's too much music 'acapin', 
I 'se got to git to shapin' 
Myself ar ^t de bloes. 
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Pinkey 

Yo* wondih dat I'se weary 
Fro all dese days so dreary. 
Dar ain't one fiog dat 's cheery 
'Bout Shcawgo life fo' me. 



Dat 's de rai 


ison dat I'se goin'. 


An' de col' 
Back t. 


'zit quits a-SDOwin', 
win' stopa a-blowin', 
D ole Kyarlina State. 



Dar de ivy am a-creepin' ; 
Whar my po' ole muddah 's sleepio' ; 
Missus — 'scuse me kase I'se wee[Hn', 
SeeiDB as if I could n't wait. 
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THE BUNG TOWN CANAL 

I ^O you remember, Tom, Billy, and Sal, 
■*~^TheoId*winiiniii' diysin theBongTownCanal? 
The big millm* logs &st aaleep oa Ita banks, 
We used to jump off of and cut up odd pranks 
In our iropical costumc. We used to make S«l 
Go home when vrc swum ia the Bong Town Canal. 

I never'Il forget ït, an' 'tween you an' me, 
You 'member the place where the mill uster be ? 
We had a long spring-board out there 'n we *d jcud 
An' jist go head fbremost clean inter the mud. 
I may fergit some things, but I never shall 
Fer^t them old time» 'round the Bung Town Canal. 

Nobody need never say nochio' to me 
'Bout the Blue Danube River er banks of the Dee, 
They can *t perduce »ights like some 'at 1 'vc scen 
Crawlin' up on its bants and off in the green 
Old marsh where the scum and malarier are, 
'S the pizenest things in the norld out in there. 
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The Bung Town Canal 

Me an' John Price caught the goi blomedest thing, 
Wïth siz lega an* four fins 'n a yaller-jack sting, 
Two eyes in its head au* two horns in its tail, 
An' it carried a shell on ïts back like a snail, 
So we tuck it home an' skeer'd mother an' Sal 
'Ith what we fished out of the Bung Town Canal. 
Once they'a a acranger 'at jesi took a drink 
From the Bung Town Canal, an' eourse he didn'i thJnk 
What he was doin', an' aftcr awhile 
He went an' tarned yeller, u yeller as bïle; 
So doctors all went to perscribin' fer him, 
Makin' his chances a blamed sight more slim. 
What they aJI said was that he had a snaik 
Way down in his stummick an' he better take 
One or two whjakey» 'fore eatïn' each meal, 
Thcn in a week er two mebbe he 'd feel 
Better. So natcherly he tuck to drink, 
Usin' rye whiskey 'bout three months, I think. 
Course havïn' snaïb in the stummick is tough, 
But snaika is a-knowin' when they 've got enough. 
So gictin' dissatislied, most of 'em Bed, 
Some hid in his boots and some got in his bed. 
I argied the pint 'at he never 'd a died 
If they 'd a jest let 'em be on the inside. 
>8S 
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The Bung Town Canal 

Wc buried him thcre whetc the low graïses crcep, 
In R bed of pond-liliea we put Wm to sleep, 
Whcre the meddy-Urk» (ing snd (he cry of the loon, 
An' the ricc-hen ï» singin' ■ doIefuJler tune. 
We left him alone, after writin' hi» gal 
Concernin' hii death an' the Bung Town Canal. 

Oh, Siem barefooted days an' the spot where I 'd lay 
An' jesi steeped my hide in the glory o' day, 
A-hearin' the bulrushes whisper an* sigh, 
An' watchin' the shadder-clouds hurryïa' by. 
How I long to go back there, with some old-time pal, 
'N dive o&'once agin in the Bung Town Canal. 
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DE MASSA 

l'NE MasM to de gkepa'd s>y : 
■*~^Go m]1 de sheep dat'» gone astniy. 
De night is col' I beir de win', 
A stuidii 'gin my winder blïn' ; 
Dan lome po' iheep dat's gone astray. 
Go call 'em in, Cu-dey ! Ca-dey ! 
Cu-dey ! Cu-dey ! Cu-dey ! 

De jhepa'd jaïd de night wa» col'. 
Bot all de iheep was in de fol'. 
" I called 'em in at iet ob sun ; 
Dey all come runnin' sep de one 
Dat '» alwayj wanderin' away, 
An* never ininds de call Cn-dey ! 
Cu-dey ! Co-dey ! Cu-dey ! " 

De massa then went fro' de gloom, 
Ob medder fields. De autumn moon 
Was dodgin' roun' behin' a cloud, 
But still he goes a-callin' loud, 
For dat one sheep dat 't gone astray. 
I hyar him cal], " Cu-dey ! Cu-dey I 
Cu-dey ! Cu-dey ! Cu-dey !" 
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De Massa 

He liatens long to faysr de loim', 
Pom lome ole wedder pokin' ronn', 
Dat'i gone to res' down in de del], 
An' wanderin* roun' hu los' hii beü ; 
Tho' softer now so fir away, 
I hyai him call, "Cu-dey ! Cu-dey ! 
Cu-dey ! Cu-dey ! Cu-dey !" 

But fbrder on in gloom an' damp, 
Upon de border ob de swamp ; 
So chili' d by devr and autiunn win's, 
Right dar de po' lo$* shcep he fin'ï ; 
He lifu him up, an leadi de way, 
Yit I hyar massa's echo say, 
" Cu-dey ! Cu-dey ! Cu-dey ! Cu-dey ! 
Cu-dey ! Cu-dey ! Cu-dey ! " 

An' all night long de win' ttn' raïni, 
An' hail agaïnst de winder panes, 
In dreams I hyar de massa call 
De wanderin' ibeep, he knows 'em all. 
He pints de road, an' shows de way 
An' ever stan's an' calls, " Cu-dey I 
Cu-dey ! Cu-dey ! Cu-dey I Cu-dey 1 
Cu-dey ! Cu-dey 1 Cu-dey !" 
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COONIE IN DE HOLLER 

/^OONIE in de holler hïdia' hin' de logs, 
^~* Li[tle picaniniea Itetchin' poUywogs, 
Banjo am a ping ping pin^n'out a tune, 
Bbery t'ing am lubly as a day in Junc. 

I^ng, ping, ping, banjo am a-pingin', 

Sing, sing, sing, yaller gaU a-singin', 
Wing, wtng, wing, ain 't dat wingin' fine i 

De same ole itep in de olc coonjine. 

Cindy in de kicchen tryin' out de hrd, 
Juay in de do'way, rakin' up de yard, 

Jaspah am a-pickin' on de ole banjo 

Au' he am a-singin' " l'se gwinehometoClo." 

Coonie in de holler done gone up a tree, 
An' he am a-hidin* whar no one can sec. 

But he know hïs bizness nuff noc to come down, 
Kae he know him likely meet dat frocious houn'. 

Coonie in de holler, hark, I hyar a gun. 
Git a-goin' Rasmus, Jube git up an' run. 
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Coonie In De Holler 

AU de fooliih niggahs runnin' till dey pant. 
Bet my bonom dollah Rnbe hu treed ui ant. 

" Pee, wee, wee," pee wee* ia de cedan, 
Bluebird) come, rolniu an' de leiden, 

Cadder-radder-rung, buUfrog just now sang, 
Hyar dat distant thondab ; gneu dat spring i 
sprang. 
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AFTER WEIDENFELLER GOES 

TT 's goin' to be blimed lonesome after Weiden- 
■*■ feller goes ; 

CatBStroHes are follerio' right and no one knowa 
What 's goin' to happen next, for banks are bustia' 

eveiy day 
An' DOW we hear the wocful newa that Weid'a agoïn' 

Weid agoin' t think o' that ! not goin' up above. 
Nor out npon Midway Plaisance, that spot the boys 

all love, 
Or goin' to Califomy or ont to Idaho, 
But yet they say he '■ goin' away, that '9 why we 're 

filled with woe. 

O' course he ain't goin' to die or anything Jike that, 
He 's simply got his lal'ry raised and kind o' 

"standin' pat" 
With — I believe it 's with the boss j I 'm bamed if I 

can teil ; 
But I know Weid 's goin' away — know that mighty 

well. 
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After Weidei 

I know the Club 'Il miu 'im 
Are gathered 'roitnd ihe fes 

'im cheer. 
An' send 'im off in prope 

to show 
We 're mighty glad he 's 

'im go. 

I 've stood upon the wild st 
Just left lts sandy shores tl 

again — 
Back here to meet our dear o 

fiill of woe— 
An' do n't that show I 'm moumin', too, cause Weid 

has gat to go? 

God blesa Tm, and let fortune smile and cheer 'im 

on each day, 
Suckers and tame still tag 'tm on an' get right in 

his way, 
So if the Club 'pears lonesome when the frosts are 

We '11 sit around an' say it 's jest 'cause Wddcnfel- 
ler's gone. 
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ZACCHEUS 

'7 ACCHEUS clim' up de sycamo' tree, 
^~^ A-waidn' fo' de good Lo'd ter come, 
Den' 'e lookcd up de road jes' fur ns hc could ace, 

A-waitin' fo' de good Jjo'd ter come. 
Oh, Zaccheus knew hc could done see de bes', 
Ef 'e dim* up de tree he could ovahlook de pres», 
An' 'haps 'e could sleep au git a leetle rei', 

White a-waitin* fo' de good Lo'd ter come, 
Waitin' fo' de good Lo'd ter come elong come, 

A-waitin' fo' de good Lo'd ter come, 
He could ovahlook de press, 
An' 'e git a leetle res' 
While a-waitin' fo' de good Lo'd ter come. 

Ole Zaccheus set on de bow ob de tree 
Waitin' fo' de good Lo'd ter come, 

A long time ago in de ole Jndee, 

A-woitin' fo' de good Lo'd ter come. 

Along about noontime en ebbery ting clear. 

Word went aroimd dat de Lo'd was drawio' near, 
■93 
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Zaccheus 

En de pre» begun to jostle en de multitude lo ch 

While R-waidn' fo' de Lo'd ter come, 

Waidn* fo' de good Lo'd to come elong come, 

A-wunn' fo' de good Lo'd ter come. 

When de Lo'd was dnwin' near, 

How de folls begon to cheer, 

WMle a-wiirin' fo' de good Lo'd ter come. 

When de Lo'd come elong 'e uid to Zach, 

Waitin* fo' de Lo'd let come, 
" I 'se pow'ful glad jro 's heah, I im, fo' a fae', 

Waitin' fo' de Lo'd ter come. 
"So come righi down hyah outen dat tree, 
Yo 's jes' de berry pusson I 'se lookin' fo' ter se 
Dis day I abide at de house wid thee," 

Waitin' fo' de good Lo'd ter come. 
Waitin' fo' de Lo'd ter come elong come, 

A-waitin' fo' de good Lo'd ter come. 
De republican an' sinnah, 
Took de Lo'd home to dinnah, 
Waidn' fo' de Lo'd ter come. 

Now Zaccheus he was an Israelite, 

Waitin' fo' de good Lo'd ter ccane. 

En he lived in a mansion way out o' sight 
While wutin* fo' de Lo'd ter come. 
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Zaccheus 

En Zich knew de Lo'd knew he had stuff 
Enbewondah'def dcLo'dwasdun nukin' 'imablaff. 
But de Lo'd went home wid Zach shuah enaff, 

A-waitin' fo' de Lo'd ter come. 
Wütin' fo' de good Lo'd ter come elong come, 
A-waitin' fa' de good Lo'd ter come — 
Oh, Zaccheus de simiah, 
Took de good Lo'd to dinnah — 
A-wiitin' fo' de good Lo'd ter come. 

Ole Zaccheus he waj a shuah nuff sinnah, 

Waitm' fo' de good Lo'd ter come, 
An' back in dem days was a seven time winner, 

A-waidn' fo' de Lo'd ter come. 
But de Lo'd told Zach he mus' gib to de po' 
Ën neber Iet a beggah man pass bis do'. 
Den Zach he said : " I wil] Lo'd, sho'," 

While a-w«tin' fo' de good Lo'd ter come. 
Waiiin' fo' de good Lord ter come elong come. 

A-waitin' fo' de good Lo'd ter come. 
So ^b me de po' 
Dat pass bjr yo' do', 
While a-waitin' fb' de good Lo'd ter come. 
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A RETROSPECTION 

T 'SE a ntlin' neif de ole iiiignoli> tree 

■*■ So't o' thintin' ob de timcs dat used lo be, 

In de huckleberry patche» 

When we heah'd the iteomih Natchez, 
An' de white folks all u'd husde down to »ee, 
Dar wai Miasy Elenor an' JuUe Ann, 
An' Haidee Lee, who lived wïd Uncle Dan. 

But ihe went and run'd away, 

An' de fblka sec up an' say 
Dat ihc 'loped off wid a wicked no'thea man. 

Fo' Cindy she ia dud, Rnd Aunty Maiy 
Doan do nu£n' now but tate aroun' en wony; 

En ebery night she say 

She 'specka to go nezt day^ 
But her disease ain' one dat 'pears to hurry. 
De doctors seems es ef dey had n't made out 
What 't 13 das makes o]e aunty look so played out: 

But de time she will consume 

Turnin' Heaven into gloom 
Will make de Lo'd repent when sh 's done laid o 
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A Retrospection 



Missie Elenor ihe manied Cot. Pazton, 

An' de scandal 'bout the colonel do n't be axin', 

But dey say, I undahstan'. 

Dat he done shot off his han', 
Jes' to keep from jinin' good ole Stonewal] Jackson. 
An* Julie Ann dat talk Itke she was boarse. 
Dat buzzy she 's done gone an' got divorce. 

Dey lived in Chicamauga 

Till she moved up to Chicagah, 
Kase tings is mighty cheap up dar ob courae, 

Vo' 'membah Hoidee Lee 1 I undahstan' 

Dat she 's trablin' roun' de country wid a band, 

An' heah she sorc o' prances 

Wid a skirC an' thïnks she dances, 
Did you evah, evah, goodness land ! 
Wid de 'vanlages dey used to iiab en' see 
How dem gïrli was all turned out. Now can ic be 

Dat cuasidness ia sown, 

Or is it in de bone 1 
Well, hit mus' be in de family, seems to me. 
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ST. PATRICK'S DAY 



Mf 



J-AVOURNEEN, .w«tc Isle, 
^I Rinlondy wïdout thee, 
I >igh for your hilb an' your cilm tky so blue ; 
Shnre I niver had ciuie 
One ihmdl momeat to doubt thee, 
An' whin I'm not thiokia' I'mdhreimin'of you. 

Chorvs. 

So Ud», whin I ctll ye't, 

Come »ing your " Come dl Ye's," 
Ah ! tere '» to ould IreUnd, byes, ivery toime : 

Och, colcens, be aisy, 

Yoor dhrivin' me cnzy, 
What day ofour counthry is one halfio frane ? 

St. Patrick's Ac day, shure, 

It was in the mornin', 
An' oh ! how it graved me, Maroumeen, co part ; 

But I left ye's, a> I 

Left me mother, a-moumin' 
An' kissin' the ihamroclc she p'.aced neir me heait. 
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St. Patrick's Day 
Ckorui. 

I 'm lorry I left ye'» 
To cross the deep wacher, 
For the game that I 've pliyed wïd misfortune's 
drawj 

Bui do n't ye be «ilin', 
I '11 soon be i-sailin' 
Away to the Isle of swate " Erin go Brtgh." 

C HOK VS. 

Thcn lend me the harp 

And I'll wake "Tlpperary," 
Sing "By Killamey " wid *'Noreeii Maurcen"; 

The shamrock I 'm pressln', 

An' while I 'm confessin' 
I'mpraiün' St. Pairick an' *'wearm' the green." 
CHOKm. 
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INJUN SUMMAH 

T^E Injon rammah's comin', 
■*^De bees ts all froo hununin'. 
De wauüi-incllon thombin' 

Hu piaied long rime ago. 
De ole clock in de kicchen 
Ia dcldn' moa' bewitchin', 
While G«be is out unhitchin' 

Jüst kase it looks likc snow. 

De Umbt is rannin' over 
De aftahmath ob clovah, 
An' yondah comes de drovah ; 

I 'ipec he ' got a yahn 
About de ole bell-weddah 
Dat 's wand'rin roun' de mcddah 
An' wants ter git cogeddah 

Wid de aheep up roun' de bahn. 

Some days de san is shinin', 
Some dajrs de win' is whinin'. 
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Injun Summah 

An' den I'ae after fin'in' 

Big pippins on de groun' ; 
De birds hab all stopped aingin'. 
Wil' geese is soufward wingin', 
Jes' look an' aee 'em Etringin' 
Whar wannah weddah's foun'. 

De yaller cat is nappin' 

En layin' roun' an' gappin' ; 

Bimeby he will be sUppin' 

Some tom-cat on de wsll. 
Dar 's a mellah, yellah glory 
Kase de yeah is ol' an' ho'ry, 
Ad' a melancholy story 

So't o' hangin' roun' us all. 
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'CAUSE IT'S GITTIN' SPRING 

'T^HE medder lark is pipin' forch ■ iweeter note lo 
■*■ me, 

And I heor the pewees over yooder in che cedar tree ; 
The poppte leav» is quiv'rin' 'cause the wind is in 

the weat. 
And the robin's 'round a-hookin' straws to build his- 

«elf a nej' ; 
The blackbird he 't a-flashin' up the crinuon on his 

wing. 

What '» the reason f 

Oh, the reason's 'cause it's gittin* spring. 

The old man'a gat therheumatizan' stiffaahecan be ; 
Why it do n'tgit senled weather's moah'n he can see ? 
Bui when it clears off splendid, then he 'a feared the 

crops is lost, 
An* he reckons jeat a littie wind 'ud keep away the 

frost. 
The kitchen door ia open ; I can hear Elmiry sing. 
What'stheTeaaon ? 

Oh, the reason's 'cansc it's ^trin' spring. 
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'Cause It's Gittin' Spring 
The air is kiod o' joft'nin* «nd you chinic it 'a goin' 
Sometimes ït 't kind o' chillj', thcn again it comes off 

An' jut when ie '9 the atillesc you can hear the bull- 

frog'a notc, 
An' it 'pean as if he wonder'd how the frost got in 

his throat. 
The ducka and geeie are riotous, an' acrtinin' hard to 

aing. 

What 'a the reason i 

Oh, the reaaon'a cauae ii'a gittio' spring. 
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DECORATE DE CABIN 

T 'SE done gwïne ter deconite m&h cabin, 

■*■ Wid >1] de brick-er-brack I '«e been R-babbin', 

Den I 'se boun' ter hout er wife, 

'Deed I j», yo' bet yo' life. 
Dar '■ nuffin lUce a wotnan roun' er blabbm*. 

I 'se gwine ter harg a coon skin on de do'. 
En hab some Turkey niga roun' on de flo'; 

Au' I nerah yec hab seen 

De ole cflbin look ser clean, 
Ef yo' peep in dar aome time yo '11 fin' it so. 

I los* mah wifè las' summah, Jane Safras, 
Kase she done goc up 'n blew out de gas, 

An' cber since her leabin' 

I '»c been a soit o' greebin, 
But I hope de one I 'se ketchin' now '11 las*. 

We 's gwine ter start right in to decoratin', 
An' yo' 'Il be aurprised at what I 'm starïn*. 
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Decorate De Cabin 

She 's siz feec high en taperin'. 
En out ob sight in paperin', 
I *K mighty glad I 'se been so long i-waiün'. 

We 's gwine ter 'range de picmres on de walI — 
Yo' talk about a iine reception hall — 

Yo' ought to see de flowahs. 

En de chromios in oura, 
W'y, de white man's house ain' in de thing at all. 
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THE ULTIMATUM 

(( ^^Oü c«n decorate your office 

^ Widi ■ thouund ^Ided lignt. 
And hire nphaliiered turnitore 

In quaint inciquc designs ; 
Hive the ]>cesc patent telephone 

Wherc you can yell ' Hello ! ' 
Bui," laid ahe, "I just made up my mind 

That typewriter must go. 

•*You can »tay down at the office. 

As you have done, after honra; 
And, ir you are partial to bouquets, 

I '11 fumish you with flowen. 
You cm spring ihe old club story 

When you comc home 3atc, you know, 
But, remember, I 've made up my mind 

Thit typewriter must go. 

" You can let your booktcepen lay off 
And sec a game of ball ; 
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The Ultimatum 

The office-boy ctn leave at noon 

Or not »how up at all. 
Thcrc — what is tUs upon your coat ? 

It U n't mine I know. 
I thinlt I know a thing or two — 

That typewriter »hall go." 
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DREAMY DAYS 

^^H ! the dreuny dayg of fouth, 

^^ In appearance how uncoath, 

Aa we waded through the frog ponds and 

The ditches. 
With big patchcs on each knce. 
And wherc they had n't ought to be. 
Oh ! the dajrj when one suspendcr 

Held our breechea. 

Oh ! the dreamy daya of yorc. 

And the slippery cellar door. 

Oh ! that cherry tree whose fruit we oft 

Were testing. 
Then we *d walt tiU after tea, 
When we 'd aing wïth dolefiil glee. 
Oh ! how often mother made it 

Intercsting. 
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WHEN THE STAGE GITS IN 

T)AP 'LL £jt I letter, 'nd Uncle Zed ■ book, 
■*■ 'Nd Aunty Jane eipects er magaane ; 

•Nd .choorU aU be out, 

'Nd the children run 'nd shout, 
Whtlc a-playin' " onc-old-cat " out on the green. 

An' the men 'at 'a in the grocery store 

'LI come outside 'nd stand 
'Nd talk, 'nd look around 'nd grin ; 

Fer the folk» down at the posi-office 

A-atandin' all around 
Are happy when the stage gita in. 

Ma has done the bakïn', 'nd made Bome patty cakes, 
'Nd Lizzie has done the sweepin' all alone ; 

An' she 's dustin' up the fnrniture 

'Nd sectin' things aboui, 
'Cause tomorrjr we 're expcctJn' Aunt Sc'phrone. 

Nan has had 'er hair dïd up 

In papers all night long. 
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When The Stage Gits In 

'Nd to-diy ihe 'i a-fri^n' it agio ; 

I bet you any money »he 'i ezpecdn' lome one, too, 

'At '11 bc here when the tuge gits in. 

When you sec the ydler cat be^n a-washin' Qp, 
An' 'er hind leg pinted over that wty, aome 

Folkses allers say it is 

The sarest kind o' ttgn 
'At company ii liable to come. 
'Nd when the parlor'i opened a lort o' fUnny smell 
Comes 'cRiue the fire 's kindled up ag'in; 

We 're goin* to have a high old time 

'Nd all oor rclative» 
'111 be here when the «iige giu in. 
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THE CULTURED GIRL AGAIN 

SHE waa ao eathetic and culchud, 
Juït doted on Wagner and Gluck ; 
And claimed that perfecdon existed 

In some roreign English bred duke. 

She raved over Browning and Huxley, 

And Tyndal, and Darwin, and Taine ; 

And ulked «bout flora and fauna. 

And many thinga I can't explaïn. 

Of Madame Blavatski, the occult, 
Theosophjr, art, and then she 

Spoke of the Cunead Sibyl 

And Venus de Med-i-che, 

She spoke of the why and the wherefore, 
But longed for the whither and whence j 

And ahe said j-clcpt, yip, yap and yonder 
Were used in dliterative senac. 

Well, I litce a fooi sat dumfounded. 

And wondered what she did n't know. 
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The CulCured Gïrl Agaiti 

'T wu lo when I bade her good evenmg, 
I thought it in scaton to go. 

I paued her hoase yestcrdaf cvening, 
I do n'i know, but tt seems to me, 

She was chasing aroond in the kitcben. 
And getting tliings ready for tea. 

I heird her aweet voice catling : ■■ Mother," 
It was thcD thit I feit quite abashed, 

For ihe yelled, «'Howshall I £z the 'uteis, 
Fried, lionized, baked, biled, or mished ?" 
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DE CUSHVILLE HOP 

T 'SE gwine down to de Cushville hop 

Ad' dar aïn' no niggaho gwine ter mike me itop ; 
Missua gwine to deck me all up In white, 
So watch de «tep dat I 'se gettia' in ter nïght. 
Um-hm, my honey, tain' no use j 
Um-hm, my honey, turn me loose, 
Um-hm, my honey, watch me shine 
When mah foot am a-ahakin' in de ole coonjine. 

No black niggahs come footïn' roun' me, 

I 'se jcs' to look at, anyonc can sce ; 

I'sc jes' a ornimeni, an' I mus' 'fêaj 

No niggah pnt 'is ahm roun' mah anow-white drcM 

Um-hm, niggah, keep away, understand ? 

Um-hm, niggah, loot out fo' yo' hand; 

1 'se jes' ter gaze at I must 'fe«ï, 

So do n't put yo' ahm rouo' mah snow-wliice dress. 

Bring out de banjo, plunk-plank-pling, 
Watch de motion of mah step 'an mah swing ; 
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De CushviUe Hop 

Da n't yo' pestah me or ouke me it<^ 
When I git in roodon ai de CushviUe hop. 
Um-lun, niggah, keep away, keep away 1 
Um-hm, niggah, not ter day ! 
Keep away rrom me k»e I done kaïn't atop : 
I 'ie jes' caught mah motion fo* de Ciuhville hop. 
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GORD ONLY KNOWS 



T SAW an old beggsr dis mawnin', Ltiandy, 
De weathaw was col' ao' bleak an' windy, 
An' de fros' took hold 
Ob de end ob hls nose. 
Whar wus he goïn' l 
Gord only knowa, chile. 
Gord only knows. 

All he had on was an ole woolen jacket. 

An* paats dat had done seed a mighty ha'd racket, 

1^9 «hoes war all out, 

Kase I saw hia toca. 

Whar wu» he goin' ? 

Gord only knowï, chJle, 

Gord only knows. 

He said his gran'chillun had tumed him away, 
Wid nuSn' to eat on las' Thanksgibin' Day. 

Wid no ovahcoat, 

He looked about froze. 

Whar was he goin' ? 

Gord only knows, chile. 

Gord only knows. 
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Gord Only Knows 

He Uftcd hts hin's, day wia bony an' blue. 
Au' azed me wu dis hyir de mam avenue, 

Den walked ovsh dir 

To dose ten' ment rows. 

Had he fnenda tn dar ? 

Gord only knows, chUe, 

Gord only knowa. 

I doan bieb ïn treatin' a gran'fader so, 

Kase soroe day it 's cotnin' righc squar back yer know. 

An' when we grow ole 

An' come to de gnows, 

Den who '11 keer fo' us? 

Gord only knows, chilc. 

Gord only knows. 

Gord keeps account ob de spirren dat fall, 
We atan' a-waidn' we soon hyar him call. 

Gord brings de wintah. 

De rain an' de snows. 

Gord makes de win' blow, 

But jes' whar it goei. 

Gord only knows, chilc. 

Gord only knows. 
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JES' TAKE MY ADVICE 

JES' ■ little sunsbine, jes' ■ little run, 
Jes' ■ little hippiness, je» ■ litcle pain. 
Jes' ■ little verselec lounds mighty nice 
'Bout tomc oddah busineu; jes' take my advice. 

a little chicken-coop standin' neah de fencej 
* little dahkey, too, widout a bit ob sense ; 
a little pressin* by de fthmer on de triggah, 
a little 'splosion, den a perforatcd nlggah. 

a little lazy caon 'roun' a-shootiD' craps, 
Den a-buyin' polJdea 'roun* de lottery trap» ; 
a little om ob ca«h, jes' a little stuck ; 
a little huDgry, jes' a niggah'a luck, 

a little bettin' on de faverite in de race j 
a little ways behin', worUn' hard fo' place; 
a little money won by dat oddah moke. 
a litde ting like dat lef' dis dahkey broke. 

a'little presün' on de latch, wid no one in ; 
a little jcwelry, jes' a diamond pin; 
a little iheriff on a niggah'a trail. 
sech little tings as dat got dis coon m jail. 
ai7 



DoiiïHihvGoogle 



PATRIOTISM AND A PENSION 



ot 



\LE Fo'thobjuly 

Am mighty close by, 

Kise I dnoe unell powdah in de ahr ; 

Ad' de beatin' ob de dnuna 

When de regiment comei 

Soit o' 'miods me ob de timei in de wali. 

I w» chief ob a diviaioo 

Dat furniahed de pervi*ion, 
An' I done lookcd wid pride on mah troopi ; 

I haid em so well drillcd 

Dat none ob dem gat killed — 
Ouah bisneu was inapectin' chicken coopj. 

I was shot frao de lip, 

An' wounded in de hip, 
£n fractaah'd mo' er less about de haid; 

At de trouble 'roun' Fo't Pickens 

I was skirmagin' fo' chickens, 
When mah foot slipt aa' I féU off de shaid. 

3l8 
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Patriodsm and a Pension 

Gen'l Shemun gïb U9 right 

To forage mos' de night, 
So dat 'a why I 'se trompin' on dis p>ig. 

I wit out abducün* lalt, 

When Bomebody hollahed "halt !" 
An' de fooi up an' shot me in de laig. 

Jiis wlut I want ter mensioD 
Is, I want increase d) pensioD, 

An' I make mah affidavit fo' de judge 
Dat I was in coromaa' 
When a shell bust in mah hond, 

An' fo* fohty-seben days I could n't budge. 

I 'il stop, en ho!' mah pcace, 

£f I get a good increase ; 
I want mah penüon bill increased to five ; 

Foh mah üp, en hip, an' hand. 

En mah luid, yo' unde'stan', 
An* one jes* fb' comin' out aUve. 
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THE OLD MUSICIAN'S FATE 



TT E played 90 miny il 

A thausind won't express 
The number that he handled — why 

'Twas mor'n that, I guess; 
An' when he got to jAtiy'm' hard 

We could n't make 'im stop ; 
Ic leemed he did n't want to reat 

£r ever uke a drop. 
He 'd look around fer thiogs to play, 

Then walk up to the viol 
Aa if he 'd suddenly fbrgot, 

An' touch up that awhile. 
The mandolin was his best holt — 

He jest took the diploma 
With his Philomela, Tiemi 

Del Fuego, La Paloma. 
He played an uprïght pianner fónc, 

A concert grand, or square. 
And he inütated Paddy 

Roo^ki, al] accept the hair. 
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The Old Musician's Fate 

You should have heard him when he pla}'ed 

Upon in old trombone 
That song about the moments when 

One wants to be alone. 
He played upon an ^olian, 

Told U3 how he used to roam 
An' play "IJttle Silly Waters" 

Ten thousand miles frotn home. 
He pUyed a big church organ great, 

Playcd with his hands and fcet. 
And often played the choir, too. 

Oh, it was jost i treat, 
He played the jewsharp, hit the pipe. 

And worked the organette ; 
He playcd not only instruments, 

But eveiyone he met, 
He played 'cm all ; you should have beard 

Him jerk a grewsome tune 
And ptay those eozoic notes 

Upon a long bassoon. 
He played the soft guitar an' scraped 

The tuneful violin ; 
Old " number five " was his best holt. 

He used to sic and grin, 
An* jest kctch up the ii 
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The Old Musician's Fate 

One right after tnother ; 
It did n't make no difféKnce, 

For one wfts good ta t'other. 
Stringe insCnuneiiU — the lyre uid late 

And othera that he tooted. 
You took yaai choice. He did n't care 

Whether he fifed or fluced. 
He'd ratfaer play 'an anything, 

Unleu it was to drink, 
Because he siid it reited 'im 

An' gave 'ïm dme to thïnk. 
He made some curiom inatniments 

That nobody eould play. 
And aaid 'at he would jeat about 

Surprise lu all some day. 
And 9o one dme he fctched 'er out, — , 

Of all the lookin' things, 
With harps an' horns attachcd to 'er 

An' run criss-cross with strings. 
He braught 'er forth an' «at 'er down 

Aa if he knew hi« biz. 
And when we asked him what it waa ? 

He answered, "What it ia." 
We laughed as we were seated 'round ; 

I recoUecc 'twas June ; 
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The Old Musician's Fate 

It raincd that spring, rained a]l thia morn. 

And rained that aüemoon, 
There seemed a touch of nutg^c in 

The deftnesa of his hand ; 
A look abaut hig pallid face 

We did n'c understand, 
The instrument we noted much, 

It had »uch curioui atrinpn', 
The frets arranged in such i way j 

He'd made it so for singin', 
Then touclüng on a happy theme 

That cairied us remote, 
To sunset lands, for melody 

Kvine wu in each note. 
We listened to the lullabies 

Tül all were silene, stilled. 
In memory of the bygone days, 

The eyes of all were filled. 
Then on to stemer manhood and 

Old age. Ah ! how he played t 
We saw again life's pathway, too ; 

Butoh ! how far we'd strayed. 
Then on to sunken cheeks we pau, 

From life then on to glory. 
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The Old Musician's Fate 

O song ! O dirge ! O sainted theme I 
Sad requiem to life's story. 

Thit pallid look now comes aguD, 

The tremors o'cr him erecp. 
Hit head falls back. Dead i No, my fHend, 

He 's simply gone to sleep. 
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THE PESSIMIST* 

I^OTHING to do but work, 
■^ ' Nothjng to eat bui food. 
Nothing 10 wear but clothes 

To keep onc from going nudc. 

Notbing to breache but ür 

Quick Ui a flash 'tis gone ; 

Nowhere to fall but off, 

Nowbere to stand but on. 

Nothing to comb but hair, 

Nowhere to sleep but in bed. 

Nothing to weep but cears. 

Nothing to biuy but dead. 

Nothing to sing but songs. 
Ah, well, alas ! alack ! 

Nonhere to go but out, 

Nowhere to come but back. 
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The Pessimist 

Nothiog to sec but lighu, 

Nothing to quench but thirst, 

Nothing to have but whit we 've got j 
Thus thro' life wc «re cursed. 

Nothing to nrike but > gaic ; 

Everjrthing moves that goe». 
Nothing ai all but common sente 

Can ever withstand thete woet. 
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A RECORD F'OM WAY 'BACK 

■^^O' spase I'se gwine ter cuh-comb 
Au' boddah wid dis nag 
£f I low'd he wasn't evtüi gwmter go l 

Why chile, yo' make me tiahed ! 

Dis ve'y hoss was üahed 
B7 Pokehonus fohty yeahs ago. 

I 'se doccahed up his v/heean', 

An' donc stopped him ob his sneezin' ; 
En paluley cuahed de spavin on his baik ; 

£f he was n't quice 30 bulky, 

I'd put him 'foah de sulky, 
Aa' lait yo' sec his motion on de traik, 

'Ceptin' froo de wintab, las* yeah 

I haid him out to pastuah ; 
But de famah said he did n't hab no saïnce. 

Dar 's miftin '11 keep 'im quiei 

When he gits down on 'is dict, 
An' once 'e eat a wtiolc bahb-wioh faince. 
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A Record F' om Way 'Back 

De w«y I come to bny *iin 

Waa, de dty I come to try 'im 
I 'se dumb-fönndered wid de way he mk de bit, 

Aq' as I wai on mah way bük, 

He kerlided wid a hay ttack, 
An' hi could n't coax 'is tenahun offen hit. 

Yo' notice dit he winks, rah, 
He 't comin' out de kinks, sah ; 

An' mine yo' doan go nyah hls heels at all, 
Kue 'e') nuhvas an' 'e's dingus, 
An' ipethly so to strangus, 

An' hl nevah 'low no pusson 'roun' 'is stall. 
He *■ pDw'üil fond ob grimn' 
An' his appytite's amazin' ; 

Dat '9 asho sign dat 'e'sgot good bottom to 'im, 
When I bought 'im 'e's so thin 
Dat 'e could n't tetch 'a win', 

An' Rasmus, yo' could read a papah thro' 'im. 
I tale yo' he 's a hummah, 
'Low I '11 show de folks dis suimnah, 

Kase jes' now be aint feelin' zackly bright, 
When he gets 'is second wb' sah, 
Yo' ought to sce him spin, sah, 

Why, ciiile, dat hoss's reckod 's out ob sight. 
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THANKSGIBBIN IN OLE VIR- 
GINNY 

npER-DAY 'S Thanbgibbin', 
* En good lan' er libbin'. 
Go gib de old hoas er doublé mess o' co'n. 
Ole pot bubble 
Poasum '9 in crouble, 
An' wc 's gwine ter feas' upon 'im oho 's yo' bo'n. 
Nigger wid de long straw he git de possum ; 

Nigger wid de nez' straw de jack rabbit ; den 
Nigger wid de nez' one he gets de turkey, 

But de ahort straw done draw de little Guinea hen. 
De little speckle' hen. 
De little Guinea hen, 
Ijttle pickaninny has ter eat de Guinea hen. 

Ter-day 's Thanksgibbin', 
Good lan' er libbin'. 
Po' ole beggah-man comes knockin' at de do' ; 
Gib 'im off yo' table 
Long ai yo' is able. 
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Thanksgibbin In 01e Virginny 

Kue povcTCy an' hnuger miy somedme conie tQ yo*. 
Duky wid de long atnw he git de pouum, 

Darky wid de dcz' stnw de jick rabbit ; den 
Dorky wid de ncx* one hc git de tnrkey, 

But de short straw done dnw de litttle Guinea hen. 
De little specUe' hen. 
De little Guine* hen. 
De short ttniw done draw de little Guinea beo. 
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GRAVE MATTERS 

TTT'EN dis ole mui comes ter die, 

• ~ Death ismt»' unsighdy j 
Doan' yo' ï»y me in no room 
Wid de pull-down ciirtain gloom ; 
'Taint de plaec de dead should stay 
Wen de spirit's gonc away. 
Off ter where hit 's brightly. 

'Struct de pi'son 'fore he 'gïns, 

Tetch the aahjea tritely ; 
Rase hit 's gen'Iy undahstood 
I hain't been so pow'ful good ; 
An' fo' him ter shout an' groan 
'Bout me settin' roun' de ftone, 
'Low hit won 't look righijy, 

Wen de fiin'al 'gins ter start, 
Shove mah boz in tightly. 
'Membah I is in de hearse ; 
Yo' am comin', but I 'se firs'. 
33» 
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Gnive Matters 

Ef de mo'nera grieve and mope, 
So 't ter tnake de houe) lope. 
Keep de teun up iprightly. 

Lowih me ilowty in de grave ; 

Dnp de euf down lightly. 
Need n't linger long, uid, My, 
'Spense wid priyer 'i de better wiy; 
Do n't keer ef nobody ungi. 
Jes' ter know de chu'ch bell ringt 

'S gwine ter pleate roe might'ly. 
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COMIN' CHRISTMAS MORN 

T *M goin' to aun nexc Saturdaj'! 
* It won't takc more 'n a day 
To vint the United States 

In my new toboggan ilcigh. 
I 've lent Jack Frost ahead o' me 

To (ort o* find a road, 
So mj deers 'II find it easy 

'Caiue I 've got au awful load. 

But they 've had loti o' exercise, 

An' know the way by sight ; 
I 've apeeded them to Bsffin's Bay 

An* back here Tore 't was night. 
An' once I drove to Pugec's Sound 

An' once to Behring Sea ; 
I had ter make a trip up there 

To get a Christmai tree. 

I wish 't you alt could see my house. 
Built out o* cakes 'o ïce ; 
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Comin' Christmas Morn 

I gueu yoa think it cold inside, 

But no, it 't awfiil nice. 
All carpctcd wïlh leilskin nigi, 

An' enninc, mink ind uble ; 
I 'm gtmig 10 keep it funmhed k> 

At long u I un able. 
An' no gomphobers in the north 

Cu steal 'round unawares, 
Because my castle 's guarded by 

Two great big polar bean. 
So if a buTgtar man shoold comc 

An' tiy to break inio ït 
They 'ud iqueeze his life out in a jtf, 

I 've taught 'em how to do it. 
Juit righi around behind my hoaae 

Is wtiere I keep the toyi, 
'At I am comin' south'ard with. 

Per all good girls an' boy*. 
My Ing cold storage warehoiue standi 

Right by a frozen tarn, 
An' right along aside o' ït 

I have my reindeer's barn, 
So Dcver mind, they 're both piled tiill 

Of eveiytbing on earth, 
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Comin' Christmas Mom 

With Christmas gifts till you can't reat, 

I do n't know what they 're worch. 
An* four bjg s» dogs set outside 

Two walnises, b seal 
That knows so much if you 'd come nigh 

He 'd be the first to squeal. 
The piutïest ught you ever saw, 

'S when thingi ia lit up nightg — 
You know we do n't have gaa up here, 

But uie the Northern IJghia, 
An' forth from every idcle 

A dazzie spreada away 
Th« tums the huil big frezen zone 

Into one mighty day. 
From where I live I 'd have you know, 

It 'b truth upon my soul, 
I do n't have very far to go 

To see the big North Pole, 
Where Unde Sam hu pinned hia flag, 

There *i where the cold wind [npes. 
And flaunts the emblein of the brave, 

The proud old stars and scripct. 
I 'm coming, children, coming, yea, 

You ought to see my aleigh, 
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Comin* Christmas Mom 

And hear the Ünkle, dnkle, a« 

I tpeed iIoDg the way, 
Through fbrests btre, o' er snowy plaiiu. 

As lure aa you are bon, 
Old Santa Claus is coming, and 

Will be here Chmtmas morn. 
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SAD FATE OF YIM YOHNSEN 

A Y been h>T een deese country 
"^^ Fem yar go laist week j 
Ay been smart Norwehians — 

Ay kee» on pooty quvick. 
Ven Ay kem hu Ay see beg krode 

Of ftJIen, en Ay nl 
Ay vaniB mae go pooty bad 

To da Stockholm houl. 
De bu9 mans aay vere you kem fïam ? 

Ay say by Kopenhagen. 
Hae pDSs mae rate troo krode 

An' get mae in hïs vagen. 
Next day get yob in engine-hus ; 

Dae fomana he like mae. 
Hae nae mae vadgsei leeta vile ; 

Ay tank Ay stay vade hae. 
Ay get mae quainted nice gal. 

Her nam is Christïna Yohnsen ; 
^37 
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Sad Fate of Yim Yohnsen 

She beea har bote hawiztecn ^ar, 
She kern hare bay Vuconsen. 

She aay ihe verk Saidgcveck itieei 

By da Norway hotel ; 
She got blue eye en some rade haïr — 

Ay Itka hare pooty val. 

Ay ask hare dake ■ street-car rade, 
She lay she tank she voke ; 

Ay voke by hare to Loncoln Park 
En have a pooty good talk. 

She call mae hare pardckley fnmde 

En den I tank ihe lay, 
" Who vill be my papie 

Ven Yim is gone avay?" 

Pooty quvtck she xe vooman frande 
En den she say to mae : 

•' Mister Yohnsen, ptease ezcoose mae, 
Ay vill meed yo' after tea." 

En leeta vile Ay tank Ay go 
To da Stockholm hotel. 

Ay meese mae money, vatchen chain; 
Ay feel mae not real veil. 
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Sad Fate of Yim Yohnsen 

Ay drink mae alcoholen, 

Bote fifteen glass, en ivair; 

Ay fight mae two policemans 

Ay tank Ay soon gets squair. 

Dae call pacrolcn ragen 

£n Ay rade to da yail ; 

Ay stay mse dare 'bout fem day, 
Den Ay kem out on bail. 

Ay teil da yustice man abwtc 

De rade-head gal Ay «een ; 

Da krode of fellers laugh en say 
Dat ya h pooty green, 

Chicago konty vare bad place, 
Ay loose mae vadgaea all ; 

Ay take mae trunk to depot train 
En go mae by Santa Pol, 
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LEGEND OF THE ST. JOSEPH 

'TpHERB 'S a pl«ce, 'pon iny «oul, 
■■■ Csllcd the " Old DevU's Hole," 
By the Chippewa chief. Black Otter, 
Wil o, wil en busineu was damp. 
Went into hïi catnp. 
And filled up with fierce fire water. 

Then over the river 

Over the river 

He nlled to hii aqaaw, Maumee, 

" Go get my ctnoe. 

And you may come too, 

And bring little Walle-wo-ge." 

So off to the rivcr 

They all flew the ground, 

■■ Black Otter" ai brave as could be. 

And the litde pappoose — 

He coald n't get loose — 

Was ttrapped to the back of Maumee. 

i4fi 
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Legend of the St. Joseph 

They floaKd dll dark, 

Whcn the wolP» wcird btrk 

Frightened the wio of Mauniee ; 

So she loosened the sack, 

Tied fast to her back, 

That contained litlle Walle-wo-ge. 

" Black Otter " bent low 
And reached for hi) bow, 
When the boat tipped up on its side. 
And in feil he, with his squaw Maumec; 
And the boat aet Iree, with WalIe-wo-ge, 
Sped awifdy along with the tide. 
Down the swift river's tide 
The pappoose took a ride ; 
The canoe shot along like a rocket, 
But he ï»y tbere m snug 
As a bug in ■ mg, 
Or an old woolen glove in a pocket. 
On, on, out to les 
Drifted Walle-wo-ge, 
With his face pointed up to the sUea i 
And hïstory uy», 
Wluch u trne, more or less, 
Thit tbc gray Ka guUs peckcd out his eyes 
Hl 
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Legend of the Sc. Joseph 

BUck Otter wai drowned 

And nerer wu found; 

But they lay that oM Squaw Maumee 

Waded back thro' the damp 

Of the marsh to the camp 

In search of her Walle-wo-ge. 

Came back thro' the swale. 

And the raln and the hail, 

By the üde of the waters so blue, 

Id search of her baby, 

To piek him up, may be, 

I wiih thiï would all come out truc. 

Her apirit diicrested, 

She beat on her breast, 

For the poor old aquaw's grief knew no boi 

But Monets so swift, 

Bore her off in a skiff, 

To the land of the famed hunting ground. 

On the ninth of November, 

I hope you '1! remember, 

A phaniom one pliinly can sec 

Walk dowD from the hole, 

In search of the soul 

Of poor little WalIe-wo-gc. 
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Legend of the St. Joseph 

Now, thia is the legend 

Of thiï dd-dme region. 

And the tale of the Sqaaw Maumee, 

IJkewiae old Black Otter, 

Who feil in the water. 

And poor little W»IIe-wo-ge. 
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LITTLE JUDE 

nO' tittle Jude, why, doan' jo' Imow 
^ Dit littte chile i A jeih igo 
Her muddah died, I reckoo now 
'Twiii jaia las* ipring 1' se tellin' 70* 

'Boat little Jude. 
Po' Htde wtif indeed ihe war ; 
An' how «he cried, jei* out de crib 
Dat baby vrar an' her ntuddah died. 
Conld nalk aa' mn an' jabbah some. 
Dat little Jnde, Hit make me ctj, 
Tale yo' hit do, jea' when I tink 

'Bout little Jude. 
De fiin'ol day she war aileep, 
Tuckt ia de crib, dat IJttle chile 
Had OQ her bib — dat orfin Jade. 
De mo'nera come j an* when dey priy 
Dat little Jude waked ap an' lay : 
" Mammie ! Mammie ! " jes' dat way. 
Nobody know jes' whai to do 

Wid little Jude. 
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Little Jude 

She cry so ha'd dey lif' her down ; 
F'om room to room she toddled roua' 
A-cryim' : "Mtmmie 1 come an' take 
Yo' little Judy dat 't iwalce — 
Yo* little Judy's wïde iwake." 
My lan' 1 de teahs come in my eyes ! 
But when she foim' her own high chaih. 
Dat had been lüd tn* piuhed it up 
'Long side ob whah her muddah wu, 
An' den climbed up an' pounded on 
De coffin-lid, I could n't «ion* 
De awfiil grief — de »obi an' tcahi — 
An* little Jude, a-lookin' roun' 
Foh one dat now at las* she 's foun' — 
While, chile I kain't— I nevah wUl 
Fo'get dat day. 
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LITTLE PUCKEN SINGER 

A E tink Ac gxl bic ■■ ote ■ uie," 
■^^ She bae' liltlc Fucken singen. 
Har e^cB bae bright, lake stan bae natCf 
An bae gol, mie ean bae ringen 
Vare much, 
Ven Ae lave dae teeter hus. 

De» var fane gal bae draai in vate — ■ 
She bae des contnddo liagen. 

Ae tank somedme iha bae yiut lak 
Dere üiries tengs, vid dingen 
Dnui» on, 

Ven Ae lave dae teeter hus. 

Des songs sha sings bae " Do Ce Los," 

Bae des Spanish langvage written 
Dae pootiest teug, Ae tank, der vas 

En al des vorld. Ae tank Ae unitten 
Vedhar 
Ven Ae lave dae teeter hus. 
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Little Pucken Singer 

Ac go in see har ivry nate, 

(Ae vonder vot eha tanks bac mae ?) 
An «it al time bae dae front »aie, 

An look bae har. Ae tank Ae bae 
Beg fools, 
Ven Ae lave dae teeter hus. 

Buc al de same Ae go vonce morct 

Yast for von glance bae har pooty eyei, 

Dae make mae heart »top. Den Ae fale sore 
Vare much. Ae tank ets al Ues — 
Dose eyes, 

Ven Ae lave dae teeter hus. 

Ac tank des gale bae " ote a saté : " 

She bae Little Pucken singen. 

Har eyes bae bright, like stars bae nate> 

An bae gol, mae ears bae ringen 

Vare much, 

Ven Ac lave dae teeter hos. 
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DOWN IN WALHALLALAH 

IPUT flowen on Lceda'g gravc 
Down in Walhallilah ; 
Flowen that in the spring she give, 
Asking me to cherish, save, 
StUl I placed ihem on her grave 
Down ia WalhaUalah. 

Tender rtdm came down at night. 

Down in WalhaUalah. 
Took the Aowers I had preised 
Tenderly to earth and blessed ; 
They retumed, ah ! newly dressed. 

Down in Walhallalah. 

But one flower I had pressed 

Down in Walhallalah, 
Dtd not find itj way up through 
Wth the molei» «o blue 
And the marigoldt ihat grew 

Down in Walhallalah. 
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Down in Walhallalah 

Ah ! farewell fbr erennare ; 

FareweU, WsJhallalah, 
Tender rains from ashen skiet 
Never more can ope the eyes 
Of the ingelhood that lies 

Cold in Walhalldih. 

Withcred hopet, how lite my soul. 
Down in Walhalklah, 

Never more Bhall rise ind btoom ; 

Sach the fate of love. The doom 

Of all is but the tombed gloom 
Down in WaJhalIalah. 
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SANTA'S PRESENTS FO' DE 
GOOD 

LISTEN, chil'un, en I '11 ule yo' 
Whit I jced de odder night 
When de »now had ao't o' cover' d 

All de house top up in whtie. 
•Way off yonder in de distance 

'Pear'd es ef I jeed a ro»d. 
En I Heard de nindeen nuk 

Wid de biggci' kind o' load. 
Den I hcard ole Santie whistle. 

En I low I heard 'im sing, 
But I Imow I heard 'ït >letgh bellt 

Wid I »o't o' 'culiah ring. 
Den 'e stopt 'ït sled « mlnute 

En I listen'd wcll '* I could. 
En 't sang : " I 'm on mah joumey, 

But hit's only fo' de good." 
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Santa's Presents fo' de Good 

Den jingle, jingle, jingle, 

I could heah de sleigh bells ring. 
Hit was jingle, jingle, jingle, 

Den I heard ole Santie ling : 
"I im on mah Chria'mus joumey. 

En I 'spOM hit 'a undahscood 
Dat I only 'stribute presents 

Whar de chil'un mighty good. 

" I ride ovah de house-top» 

En I listen to de noise, 
Ef I hear de leastes' trouble dere 

Twix litcle gjrls en boys, 
Ef I heah 'em quarrelin', cryin'. 

Er «e 'em wear a &own, 
I jes take out my roem' rand 

En chalk dere number down. 
Den I so'l o' tech mah reindeere 

En I ride ter ebery house. 
En I linger neah de chimbly* 

Whar hit 's quiet a> a mouse, 
Kase I like it whar hit 'i peacefiil. 

Wen I heah 'ero go upst«r* 
En kneel down by de tnindle bed 

En say dere ebenin' pray'n. 
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Sattta's Presents fb' de Good 

Den I listen, lüten, liaten, 

K»e 70' Me hit '1 undthitood 

Dit I 'm leibin' preKnti moa'lj' 
Whtr de chil'un m^hty good. 

Hit WM jingle, jingle, jingle, 

I coold heah de sleigh belli ring. 
Hit w«a jingle, jingle, jingle, 

Jcï' jingle, jingle, jing. 
" I am on mah Chriï'mus joumey. 

En I 'low hit '1 undaHstood 
Dat I 'm only leavin' present» 

Whar de chil'un mighty good." 

Yo' kain't beleebc it, chil'un, 

But hit 'i honea* ai de day. 
De roonaiu load ob prcaents 

Dat il piled up in dat ileigh. 
Dar was little pony hoaaea, w'y, 

I gase dir waa a million. 
En little sleda, en dolla, en beda. 

Dit mua' 1 bin 1 billion ; 
En blocka, en games, en an'mul nunet. 

En monlcey on 1 stick, en 
'Ntiff ob laaaea kandy dar 

To make de huil wori' üdc ; 
35a 
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Santa's Presents fo' de Good 

En little dogs en nanny goats — 
Ef yo' mus' heah me alk, 

I saw a lictle bogie man 

Dat ac'chley could walk. 

En ostriches, en singin' birds, 

A-standin' on a wiah ( 
En litüe hose cyan enjines, too, 

Fo' puttin' out a fiah. 
En Noah en his an'mols. 

All gwine mto de ark ; 
En devil feesb, en scuttle feesh, 

I je»' want yo' ter hark 
Abouc a little hoo-doo man 

Dat had » fiinny tail ; 
En den I saw a Jonah man 

A-swallerin' a whale. 
Yo' nevah ean jmagine jes' 

What Santie could o' had. 
En none at all fo' chil'un 

Dat il impident en bad ; 
But all dat go to school en leam. 

En try ter ach up good 
Wi]l (holy git R present. 

En he wants hit nndalutood. 
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HEART OF HEARTS 

/~\H, heart of hort), how hurdly thoa bntest : 
^-' E«ch tender beai besü «Il the rest. Thou 

greetett 
Mc e«ch morn witb ever-consttutt thumping — 
'T is thou, deir heart of hearts, tbat keeps me 

hiunping. 

Oh, hrow of hiowt ! By thy cold sweat I 'm 

browüng ; 
Each wipe I ^ve thee gives the children housing ; 
The sturdy arm each day sets thee to aweatiiig — 
Both thee and heart get all the geti I 'm gctóng. 

Oh, wlll of willt ! Oh, wilt thou not or will'it 
Thou push roe on? With grand endeavor fill'st 
Thou my soul, the while ambitions blasting 
Shake out the deeds that ihall be everlastÏDg. 
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SYCAMORE 

pECOOUARITY of fais bark, 
■*■ Au' yit not only that, 
We ibund 'im every momin' on 

The front pei^r mat. 
So Cenath got ter likJn' 'im, 

'N' one day says ter me, 
" I 'm goin' ter cdl 'im Sycamore, 

He atick» so clm»," aay» ihe. 

She used ter sic 'im on the trampa 

Thai come aroun' the place, 
'N' book agent* 'n' other scamps, 

He 'd givc 'em all ■ chase — 
He scooted over fences, an* 

Aroun' the farm he 'd run, 
'N' then come back 'n' wag his taU 

'S if he 'd bin havin' ftin, 

I oever had ter tic 'ün on 
Ter any livin' thing. 
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Sycamore 

I 've tted dut dog take uter birda, 

Y«, birdi 'it 't on the wiog, 
'N* cluse 'em 'bout r mild er so. 

Ter »ec 'f they would n|t light ; 
Then he 'd üt down 'n' vratch 'em dJI 

They flew clean out er sighi. 
The dangdest dog he was t' hunt, 

'N' had the keenes' scent ; 
Odc diy he imell'd an animile, 

An' after him he went. 
To'rds dark he come a-lag^n' back, 

'N' any one could teil 
That Sycamore had captured 'im, 

We knew it mighty well. 
He pulled out every rooster's tail 

I had aroun' ihe coop, 
'N' kept our yaller Thomas cat 

Hid undemeath the stoop. 
An' when a vehicle drur by 

He 'd skoot out thro' th' door 
'N' üc 'em down the dusty road 

A half a mild er more. 
He 'd lay behin' the hottest stove 

'N' bark out in his sleep, 
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Sycamore i 

'N* work W» jintï 'n' try ter nin 

*S if he WM chisin' sheep, 
TUI last he tooit a fit one day 

'N' Btaggcr'd 'roun' the floor ; 
We thought One time hc would n't live 

Ter sic 'em tny more. 
He bad üin with a peddler onct, 

An' chased 'im 'round the well. 
I wish »a you 'd a just bin there 

An' hcerd that feller yell : 
"Git out! Git out! Call ofT yer dog ! ' 

He thought hts jig was up. 
Sayi I : "Do n't be afraid o' him, 

He's nothitt' more'n a pup." 
He uaed ter sic the thunder, too, 

An 't used ter give us pain 
Ter see him set out in a stonn 

'N' bark up at the rain. 
He 'd shift his head t' one side 

When he 'd hear the thunder roar, 
'N' then bark all the harder 'f I 'd say : 

" Sic 'em, Sycamore ! " 
He liet all of my ndghbor's sheep, 

'N' did a inle o' hartn ; 
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Sycaraore 

He took my hones uid my colu 
'N' raced 'm 'roun' the farm. 

I jist can sec him nuinin' yit, 
His tail a-flyia' high. 

Bat why it is we 're mouridn' now 
Is how he come ter die. 

I K>ld 'im to 1 &rmer 'caiuc 

He got so cross an' mean, 
Whcn one day long in harves' time 

He jumpt I thrash machioe. 
Thcy laid he give oneJitElc yclp— 

'N' then went up the spout. 
Poor Sycamore got harvested, 

That 's what we 're sad aboDt. 

We mourn to thinb our dear old frtend 

At luc got "squeezed in wheat." 
Thcy found his collar — tail — some hair — 

The rest was sausage meat. 
His geDtle bark had sailed away 

Far to some canine shore. 
My wifc shed tcara 'n' said, " Poor dog, 

He ncver '11 sic 'em more," 
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VOLAPUK 

WHEN I c«i speak 
VoUpuk, 
Away to Iii<Ua's clime*» I 'II siteak. 
And on my idamantiiie check 
T 'II sell a piano to b shelk. 
I *1I sell the French and Datch, 

And leue 
Piinos to the Portuguese ; 
Then I 'Il drive over and ezplain 
The new inatallment plan to Spain. 
I 'JI jouraey south as far 

As Cïdiz, 
And sell fair Andalusia's ladtes 
Or I 'Il exchsDgc ; the mandolin 
I '11 take, and put an upright in. 
I 'II hie me thcn 

To Baltic strand. 
And sell Miss Boskovitch r grand ; 
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Volapuk 

And ihovel off old Peter KuzikJ, 
Romanoff tnd Ruffbnntaky, 

Then fkr to Greenland 

I will go. 
And sell the lawed off ËBquimauz ; 
I '11 eat anow soup and Polar bcar. 
And try and work 'cm on a aquare. 

Of coune by thïs time 

I 'U have a 
Check 03 hard » Heda'a lava ; 
I 'Il travel Wc»t, go through Alaska, 
Drop down and talk with Mn. Chaska. 

I '11 COUR the Fïjii 

On their isle, 
The old chleTs daaghter I '11 beguile. 
And talk piano by her nde 
While I un waiting to bc fried, 

When I can tpeak 

Volapuk. 
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MARY HAD A CACTUS PLANT 

liTARY had r cactus pltot, 
■^''*' So modesdy it grew, 
Shooiing its little fiben out 

It lived upon the dew. 
Her little brother often heard 

Her Bay it lived on lir. 
And so he pulled it up one day 

And placed ie in a chair. 
Pltcni it in a chair he did, 

Then laughed wJth ghoulish glee — 
Flaced tt in the old arm-chair , 

Under the trysting tree. 
Nor thougbt of Mary's lover, 

Who called each night to woo, 
Or even dreamed they 'd take a strol]. 

As lovers often do. 
Tlie eve drew on. The lover came, 

T^ey sought the trysting tree. 
Where has the little caaus gone? 

The lover — where i> he ? 
361 



DoiiïHihvGoogle 



THE DAY AND THE SHINGLE 

(A PARODY.) 

npHE diy is done and the spanker, 
-^ So oft in the hands of moiher. 
Is soon to be wafted downward 
On little red-headed brother. 

I can hear the fall of the shingle 

And poor little brother' i re&ain. 
And a feeling of sadness comes o'er me 

Tliat seems to resemble a pain, 

A feeling of tadness and sorrow 

Thai must be akin to pain, 
It resembles a seated sorrow 

That boyhood can only explain. 

So I hie me away to the attic 

And put on a few pair of pantSi 

And wedge in a big paper bustle 
Beloning to one of tay aunts. 
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The Day and the Shingle 

I can sec the Kghts of the viUage, 
And alao the deep muddy pool, 

Where often I ducked lïttlc brother 
Afcer the close of school. 

But she calls me down from the attic 

And asks me to take off tay clothes, 

With her able-bodied assistance 
I gct myself ready to pose. 

I take 3 recumbent posidon, 

The shingle then comes ïnto pUy, 
Johnnie sits down in a corner 

And watches the sad madaée. 

As she presses her thin lips togcther 

I féel that at every rebound 
She puts on a vennilion finish 

Where my back fonns soit of a mound. 

Such things have power to quiet 

The reatless pulse of care, 
But it makes ït rather uneasy 

To sic on 3 hard-botcom chur. 

Come read to me some poem, 

Some "Favorite Prescription" lay. 
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The Day and the Shingle 

Tlut will loothe this resdeu feeling 
And uke the stinger aw«y. 

Reid from some humbler poet 

A poem that relieves — 
Something ditt '■ cold and frigid, 

From Vl^ilcox or Amelie Rives. 

And the kicchen »h>Il cease 'ut sobbmg. 
And the caret thai infest the dty 

Wlll qiuedy fo|d theïr breechei 
And tilently iteal away. 



DoiiïHihvGooj^lc 



HUCCUM IT SO? 

■LJUCCUM de cows !o early home, 
*■ * Befo' de milkiD' houah ? 
Bekase dey hyard it thundah, an* 

Knew las' night'imilk was souah. 
Huccum de she cat in de bahn, 

Up in de ole hay mow ? 
Betase she 't inwhrested somc 

In raiün' kïttens now. 
Huccum de dirkes' hoss to win 

Dat great big derby race ? 
Bekase be bad de stuf in bint 

An' was n'c held fo' place. 
Huccum dat sobah bank casheah 

To pack his tnink and get i 
Bekase he knew dat Montreal 

Laid ovah Joliet. 
Huccum dat gal so sbapely 

Dat faa'nates ebery lad i 
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Huccum It So 

Bekue ihe 'i got de nigtb 

An' knowi jet' liow to pad. 

Huccum dit htu'iome No'th Side girl 
To make de public Koff? 

Bekase her uppah itory it 
Wasjes' alittle off. 

Hoccami de eyarf a shakJn' up 

An' acarin' peoplc w ? 
Bekase dat 't jea' how Belzébub 

Remtn'i ui ob below. 

Huccums de trees a-glis'niii' an' 
De grass all wet wid dew i 

Bekase wliy, chile, de atmosfeah 
Had nuffin' else to do. 

Huccum dese metafizlcki 

A-healin' people >o f 
Do n't Rsk me no mo' quesdoni, chile, 

I tole yo' I do n't know. 
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DE WATAH MELLEN 
SPLOSHUN 

T^AR 'S one fing dat Hi would n't do 

■*~^ Ef I had «ny common sense. 
Go sneakin* up lo massa's fence 

An' stea] ■ watah mellen fro. 
Would you ? 

Hi koo' dat mas'ly fro de day 

He 's layin' out dar in de sun 
Belün' dat haystack wid i gun. 

Hit 's loaded wid rock salt, an* t»y — 

Do n't fooi aroun' dem mellens dar, 

Torpeders grow dar 'pon dat vine ; 
One busted las' night long 'bout nine, 
An' lifted some po' niggah's har. 

See hyar — 
Hi WW de sploshun when it 'cor'd ; 
Hi saw dat coon i-flyin' hence 
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De Watah Mellen Sploshun 

Off yondah ovah dat rul iènce. 
Of coune, I would n'i tty a word. 
I hyord 

Dat mos' de fthmers 'tich'd a liae 
To meUcDt filled with dinahmitc. 
Yo' cooDS dac 't gwïne out dar to-nighc 

Jes' icuie me ; gase I '11 stay behin'. 
Now, min' ! 

You kno' Ole Birch, dat had one eye. 
Dat alwayi got to cliurch so soon, 
An' 'dar'd de eyarf went 'ronn' de raoon, 

An' said dat jet' de reason why 
Desky 

In night time needed beitah Ught, 

Was jes' 'caose wicked coons would ateal 
From ebbery watah mellen fiel', 

But Gord would burn 'cm up some night. 
Dat 's right. 

He was n't to de church to-day ; 

A bran new coon stood in de spot 
An' set right whar he always sot. 
He was n't dar to shout an* pray. 
Dat 's what. 
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De Watah Mellen Sploshun 

Hi doan s'pose none yo' niggahs hyu-d 
De leason dat I lafc ïn chuTch 
When some coon ut fo' Bniddah Birch. 

'T was jes' las' night dat, 'pon xay word. 
De sploshun 'cur'd. 

No, »ah! Hit 's neva gwinc ter do 
Fo' any coon wid common scnse 
To »neak up now to «ny fcncc 

An' try to itcal a mellen fïo. 
Dat 's shoth. 
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MISS BAHTHOLAMEW 

CPECICS we *■ gwine to hab a time 
'Bout dit free mile fiihin' line. 

D>r 'g R ring 

•Roun'demoon, 
Sign dat trouble 't comin' toon. 

We 'a been layin' 'roun' so long, 
Gettin' rich an* growin' streng; 

Be much üiq 
Scopi»n* balls dat weigh a tott. 

Specki de vey fus' dng dey do, 
Dey '11 shoot at MIas Bahtholamcw ; 

Po' ole gal, 

Standin' dar, 
Squincin' o' er de sea so &r. 

Ris up, den, ole Unde Sim ; 
Punch 'em wid a batterin' run ; 
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Miss Bahtholamew 



Hit 'cm right. 
Blow 'em up wid dinahmite. 

Long as Miss Bahtholamew 
Casts 'er shaddah on de blue. 

Let us stan'> 

One an' «U, 
Waitin' fti' de kentry'i call. 

Hise de flag dat made us free 
When de boys marched to de si 

Jine an' «ng, 

Ebery man. 
Hall Columby 1 Happy laa'. 

Keep Mias Xibshcy in tight, 
Holdin' out de mighty light ; 

Gib free chccrs, 

A tigah, too, 
'Rah (b* Mus Bahtholamew! 
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THE COW SLIPS AWAY 

npHE tall pines pine, 
The pawpawa pau se, 

Aod the bumb]e-bee bumblei aU dajr • 
The eavesdropper drops. 
And the grasshopper hops, 

Wbilc gently the cow ilips away. 
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